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HEN a dramatic Performance pre- 
"= ſumes to appear from the Preſs, with- 
out having firſt obtain'd the Sanction of the 
; Theatre, the Author ſeems at leaſt indebted to 
dee Public an Apology for its Appearance. That 
| all due Regard therefore may be ſhewn for ſo 
: reſpectable a Body, as that compos'd of all 
Orders and Degrees of Men ; I ſhall with great 
Frankneſs produce the Reaſons that occaſion'd 
it. My Friends have been ſo honeſt, as not 
to flatter me with any Hopes of its gaining 
Acceptance, (had it been offer'd to either of 
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thc Managers) as a Strain of Piety rufts 
through many of the Scenes, which they 


were of Opinion would never be reliſhed by a 


modern Audience : They have thought like- 
wiſe ſome of the Speeches too long for Rebear- 


al on the Sage. The latter of theſe Objections 


I might, at the Expence of a little Labour, 


have removed; ( though in its preſent Cir- 
cumſtances it was judged unneceſſary): But 
with Reſpect to the former and main Objection, 


Jam particularly unfortunate; ſince I can 


only aſk Pardon for a Fault which I cannot 
bring myſelf to amend, or even repent of. 
Theſe Objections then remaining do, I am 
PE ſenfible, render this Play unpromiſing for a 
Managers Approbation; but notwithſtanding 
FT flatter myſelf they do not lie equally ſtrong 
againſt its Publication : And though it might 
run the Hazard of being d- d in a 7 beatre, "3 


may afford a rational and agreeable Entertain- 


ment in the Cloſet ; where vicious Faſhion does 


not tyrannize, and where Men need not bluſh 
to appear pleaſed with natural Sentiment, or 


touched with uf Diſtreſs, though the former 
proceed from a Mind tinctured with Devetion, 


and the latter be ſupported on Principles wor- 
thy a Men and a Chriſtian: And I make no 


Doubt, 
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hoping it will diſcover in her at leaſt Merit 


che Solace and Amuſement of leiſure Hours. 
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Doubt, but that, if this Performance ſhould 
be found not otherwiſe groſly deficient, in Lan- 
guage, Paſſion, Sentiment, and Invention, a large 
Audience might be pick'd out for it in Great 


Britain, which would pardon the Piety that en- 


ters into ſome of the Characters, nay, and lite 
it better upon that Account. Such therefore, 
when this Piece is publiſhed, it may poſſibly 
find out wherever diſperſed, and ſo obtain the 
ſeparate Suffrages of a Number ſufficient to pre- 


| ſerve the Author's Reputation, tho? they could 
not be collected into one Place. Prompted 
therefore by this Hope, I here yield up my 


Virgin Tragedy into the Arms of the Public, 


ſufficient to entitle her to Indulgence, ifſhe 


not Charms and Beauties ſufficient to win ES 3 


ſteem and Admiration. 


And now I have but one Word more to 


add, which is, that (to the Mortification of 


the Critics) the Author only ſues for Fame in 


Forma pauperis. As he has been educated, and 


hitherto paſſed his Time, not in the learned and 
peaceful Retreats of the Muſes, but in the rude 


and noiſy Shop of Vulcan, his Performance is 


but the Effort of almoſt unaſſiſted Nature ; 


On 
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On this Account he expects large Allowances | | 
from the Gentlemen of the Quill, and hopes 
to meet ſomewhat the more Favour and In- 
dulgence from the Public, for whom he pro- | 
feſſes the utmoſt Regard, and begs Leave to 
ſubſcribe himſelf thei. 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


AB, POR TAL. 
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77 H E N firſt the tragic Muſe adarn d the Stage, 


The Acts of Gods employ'd her glorious Rage ; 
Sacred to Piety, on ſolemn Days 


| She rous'd Devotion with her mournful Lays ; 


She ſung of earthly Heroes dei ſied, 
Wh liv d for Virtue, and for Virtue died. 
But now no more theſe ſacred Themes delight, 


Taſte, in the preſent Age, is too polite. 


Atodeleſs Religion dares no more appear 

To the gay Audience of a Theatre. 

The pious Bard, ah / who will fand his Friend 
What patient Ear his cloying Scenes attend? 
Tho' from his Pen a tender Story flow, 
Exbauſting all the Energy of Moe; 

In vain all Arts are try d Applauſe to win ; 
Religion's an unpardonable Sin— 


| The Town nice-judging quick the Fault will ſpy, 


And in one Night his blaſted Labours die. 
Conſcious of this, the Author of To-day, 
At neither Houſe preſum'd to ſhew his Play; 


1 ucceſs he could not hope, and did not dare 


To hold his Hand at the Theatral Bar. 
Yet tho" he durſt act on the Stage appear, 


| Some few of either Sex he truſls there are, 


Who, nobly ſingular, will not deny 

To view his Labours with a candid Eye. 
Should Virtues glorious Sons eſpouſe his Cauſe, 
And dei gn to favour him with their Applauſe, 
O might he ſuch tranſcendent Honour gain, 


The Beau may ſneer, the Critic damn in vain. 


* 
* x R 
"IPC —— IT — — OL TI — 0 Oo 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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MEN. 
ALADINE, = King of Feruſalem. 
| | A Chief of the Chriſtians, i in Love 
Our GIG. 1 with Sophronia. 

flames; -- Friend — in Love with 
ARGANTES, Ab Ambaſlador from Egypt. 
 Orcano, An old Counſellor. 

I8MENo, A Magician. 


| Chriſtians, Officers, Guards, Ec. 


WOMEN. 


SorHRON IA, Sifter to Ariſto. 
AM ANT 1A, Siſter to Olindo. 
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OLINDO and SOPHRONIA. 


1 
SCENE I. Yeruſalm. The Palace. 
Kine, ARGANTES, Orcano, and Counſellors. 


EIN G. 

mY Lacks, by ſure Advice I have receiv'd, 
es The Chriſtian Hoſt, by conqu ring Gob- 
2255 FREY led, | 
2 At Emmaus is arriv'd; which ſtrait did 

yield, | 
And to his Powers ope'd her A Gates. 
But how indeed ſhou'd that ſmall Town reſiſt, 
When warlike Nice and Antioch's famous Walls 


Were found too weak to ſtop his rapid Courſe ! 


Cilicia's Coaſts acknowledge his Dominion, 
And bend the Knee before his Earth-born God. 
But what need I recount each fated Place? 
All Aſia falls before him. O Mahomet ! 
If there is but one God, and if thou art 
His holy Prophet, as thou ſurely art, 
* B Shield 
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Shield with thy mighty Arm, thy Faith, this Town: 
For ere to- morrow's Noon, this furious Hoſt 

Before theſe Walls ſhall ſpread its bloody Croſs. 

But you, brave Lords, in wholeſome Counſe] wiſe, 

As bold and daring in the martial Field, 

Adviſe how beſt we may defend this Place 

Againſt theſe proſp'rous Robbers. 


ARGANTES. 
Royal Sire, 
Let not your noble Heart, in Wars grown old, 
Shrink at the Fury of this boaſting Crew, 
Theſe Virgin-worſhipers ; what tho” as yet 
Fortune has plum'd their Helms with Conqueſts bright? 
*Tis thus ſhe flatters Fools to fight for Graves, 
Which they ſhall find ere long before theſe Walls. 
Lay waſte the Suburbs; poiſon all the Springs; 
Employ all uſual Methods of Defence. 
My royal Maſter, Egypt's potent Prince, 
| Shall ſoon pour forth ſuch brave reſiſtleſs Aids, 
That ye ſhall ſee theſe fierce religious Wolves, 
Whom Zeal for Rapine draws from Europe's Den, 
By Hunger tam 2 burning Thirſt made faint— 
Preſt hard on ev'ry Side by valiant Foes 15 
Drop like the Leaves before autumnal Winds, 
And fat the tempting Soil they come to * 


| Orc ano. 

This Language, valiant Lord, full well becomes 
A Soldier's Tongue, whoſe Courage preſſes on 
To hoſtile Action, and whoſe Sphere's the Field: 
*Tis there the Trumpet ſummons him to Glory. 
What cool and wary Counſel ſcarce preſumes 

To view with ſanguine Hope, before the Fight; 
There, in one lucky Moment, Fortune gives 
The valiant Arm t' atchieve, which well may rouze 
The martial Ardor in a Soldier's Breaſt ; 
But till appears too unſecure a Baſe 
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To found deliberate Counſel on. Succeſs, 
At which ev'n Expectation ſtands amaz d, 
Can never by the wiſe be ſure expected: 
For Courage daring without Reaſon's Guidance, 
Is juſtly Raſhneſs deem'd; and oftner leads 
Deluded Mortals into greater Ills, 

Than ſaves from Danger: Whilt tis Reaſon only, 
| Whoſe bright unerring Lamp can beſt direct 
Our way Steps thro? Danger's ſlipp'ry Paths. 

ARGANTESs 

| Reaſon's the Coward's Plea, What—Will ye then 
(When god-like Glory beckons you to Arms, 
To reſcue A/ia from impending Ruin, 
And hurl Deſtruction on your Prophet's Foes) 
Sit tamely ſtill, and ſtarvè within your Walls, 
Or meanly ſue for Peace, and ſtrive with Gifts 
To bribe the mercenary Wretch ye fear? : 
With bow'd-down Necks receive the Tyrant's Yoke, 
The pure Religion of your Sires forſake, 
And kneel before the Image of a Woman? 


On cCANo. 
Ax c ANT ES, well I know your mighty Deeds 


Can match your lofty Words: But, Royal Sire, 


If Loyalty, with grey Experience join'd, 

If cool Reflection from a Heart that feels : 

More for his Monarch's Danger than his own, | 

May (without thence incurring vile Impute 

Of hateful Cowardice) with Leave adviſe 

What Reaſon dictates, not with Paſſion blind, 

Nor aw'd by ſervile Fear ; then will I ſpeak. 

KING. 

Ox cAxo, freely all thy Thoughts reveal: 

Buy Proof I know thee honeſt, bold, and wiſe ; 

And from thy Counſels oft have reap'd Succels. 
B 2 On cAxo. 
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Orcano. 

For that thank him, whoſe Pow'r alone can give 
To wiſeſt Counſels their defir'd Effect: 
Since all the Wit of Man, and all the Strength 
In vain exerts itſelf againſt his Will. 

Let us implore the holy Prophet's Aid 
To reconcilt us to offended Heav'n ; 
And take each prudent Method to avert | 

The Storm impending o'er our guilty Heads. 

War is the Bolt of Vengeance ori bad Men, 
Ev'n on that Side that proves the moſt ſucceſsful : 
And the loud Trump of Conqueſt never ſounds 
With dying Groans unmix'd, and roaring Anguiſh, 
The Widow's Shrieks, and helpleſs Orphans Cries : 
It cannot then be Cowardice to ſhun 
A Fiend attended with ſo many Horrors. 

Love to our Country, Duty to ourſelves, 

Our Wives, our Children, and our Fellow-Soldiers, 
| Require it of us, if we can with Honour. 


ARGANTES. 
Can Honour ſtoop fo low, to ſue for Peace | 
To Chriſtian Dogs—Contemners of your Prophet— 
Diſturbers of the World ;—bafe Sons of Violence. 
Whoſe bloody Hands have half unpeopled Afia ? 
Falſe Hypocrites—who make Religion ſerve 
To veil the blackeſt Crimes—Rapine and Murder; 
And while they preach up to you ſpecious Names 

Of Truth—of Peace—and univerſal Love, 
Seek to deſpoil you of your Goods and Lives. 

No She diſdains the Thought But if ſhe cou'd— 
Think you theſe Men, by ViQories made vain, 
And more by your Submiſſion, will conſent 
To any Terms you can with Honour aſk ? 
Wou' d you indeed obey fair Honour's Voice, 
And Mahomet's Aſſiſtance hope to gain, 


Let 
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Let not a Chriſtian live within your Walls; 
Root out the curſed Weeds from this fair Garden, 
Thus diſencumber'd, ſhall it thrive again. 


KING. | 

Well haſt thou ſaid, ARGANTEs : By this Light, 

The Counſel's wholeſome : Tis the wiſeſt Meafure 

Mind e'er devis'd.--Yes-- They ſhall die--The Dogs! 

What do they here, but ſpy upon.our Motions, 

And watch Occaſions to betray the City ? 

Elſe GopFRty wou'd not dare approach theſe Walls, | 

Impregnable, unleſs by Treach'ry gain'd: 

Befides, I hate the Chriftians from my Soul, 

And (but I waited for ſome fair Excuſe) 

Wou'd long ago have rooted from our Earth 

Their i — Race; but now their Doom's decreed. 

Onc AN. 

| Dread Sire—for Heav'n's Sake I conjure you—O, 

Conſider well—Weigh ev'ry Circumſtance— * 

Ere to an Act ſo deſperate and bloody 

Vou give the Sanction of your high Command. 

Pardon the Boldneſs of a Subject's Zeal : 

But when I ſee my honour'd Sovereign, 

(Whoſe Service Duty binds not more upon me 

Than warm Affection to his Royal Perſon) 

About to do a Deed would ſtain his Glory, 

And plunge him into Dangers unforeſeen, 

My honeſt Heart will not permit my Tongue 

To lie unmoy'd, and ſee him ſeek Deſtruction. 
AxcANrEs. 

I tell thee, Lord, Age freezes in thy Veins; 

Quenches each Spark of Vigour in thy Breaſt, 

Andin all others prompts thee to condemn 

Whate'er thy feeble Arm may well decline. 

Thy Sight is dim'd—And every bugbear Fear 

Stalks in thy cheated Eyes a Form gigantic. 

Is Honour ſtain'd—when we in Self-Defence 

B 3 
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Deſtroy our Foes ? Or bleeds Religion - when 
With pious Zeal we but revenge the Wrongs 

Of holy Mahomet ? And whence this Danger 


Tour Fears ſurmiſe? Will Danger then be more, 


When Foes are fewer? Or are we to fear 


The Shades of thoſe whoſe Subſtance we've P'S" ? 


* Orcano. 
ARGANTEs know—whate'er unthinking Rage,— 
Honour on Pride uprais'd—Zeal on Revenge, 


May term the horrid Action you propoſe ; 


I, andeach honeſt Heart, or Friend or F oe, 
Muſt deem it baſe, inhuman, execrable. 

The innocent to ſlaughter, unprovok d 
Unable —unprepar d for Self- Defence; 

Is ſo abhor d a Fact as cannot fail 
With tenfold Rage to arm th' approaching Foe, 
Deprive our Friends of ev'ry Hope of Mercy, 
And draw down Vengeance on us from above. 


| The Citizens, to ſave their Goods and Lives, 


And in juſt Deteſtation of our Crime, 


Will court with Gifts the Hand they now abhor. 
Wou' d you obtain the holy Prophet's Aid, 


Surpaſs your! Foes i in Virtues — not in Crimes. 
Enter 4 SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


My Lavd, « Man e ho cath his Hhing 
Is uE No, waits with Matters of high Import 


T inform your Majeſty and Council. 
KING. 
„ 
Bring him beſore us. [ Exit. Servant. 
| | I ere now have heard 


Fame babble Wonders of this Man: But what 
His Bus'neſs here can be, I cannot gueſs. | 


Enter 
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Enter Is MEN oO. 


IsudENOo. | 
From A Caves, by thickeſt Covert hid, 
Of Shades impenetrable, where the Sun 
Shines not by Day ; but univerſal Night, 


As in old Chaos, holds perpetual Sway; 


Where long from Eye of mortal Man immur'd, 
Cheer'd by the Lamp of Wiſdom, I have paſt 

My ftudious Hours in Search of ſacred Knowledge. 
Now, urg'd by Loyalty and Zeal, I come 


To aid my Sov'reign in this dang'rous Time, 
What Counſel ſage or Magic's potent Skill 


Can do, that will I : And believe me, Sire, 
Wit can do more than Arms.—Such Spells I know, 
As make Hell tremble, and each Sprite impure | 
Reluctant yield to a ſuperior Force, 


Quit his dark Cell, and in the painful Light, 
- Unwilling, haſte to execute my Will. 


| Kin, 
Who has not heard, Is MEN O, of thy Art! ? 


Believe me, thou art welcome from my Soul. 


When Dangers preſs no Aid ſhou'd be deſpis'd ; 


Much leſs of thoſe tremendous Pow'rs, whoſe Ken, 


Far more than human, gives them both to ſee 


And touch the Springs of yet remote Events, 
Unſeen, and unperceiv'd. If, by thy Skill, 


| (In that myſterious Science, which unveils 


Nature's profoundeſt Virtues, and the Ties 
Which immaterial to material Things 
Faſt bind, and ſubjeQ them to Wiſdom's Pow FF. 


Thou canſt aſſiſt us in this Day of Peril, 


Speak thy Intent, and know that thou ſhalt find 
Rewards proportion d to th' important Service, | 


And the Munificence of royal Bounty. 


B4 IsMExo. 
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IsMENo, 
Thy Treaſures be thine own, be mine the Glory 
To ſerve my Sov'reign, and relieve my Country. 
Theſe are the only Motives which incite me. 
And ſee, the F oe approaches, near at Hand 
Their bloody Croſſes fly ; tis now high Time 
Some Means were us'd.— | 
King. 
> Say, ſhall we firſt deviſe 
To rid the Town of all its inward F oes, 
And root out ev'ry Chriſtian in our Walls? 
IsMENo. 
*T were not good Policy : For whilſt alive 
And in your Pow'r, they are as Hoſtages 
Ta'en of the Enemy; a certain Pledge, | 
Shou'd they in Arms prevail, of gentler Terms. 


Beſides, *twere needleſs ; for within my Breaſt 
Ihave conceiv'd a Purpoſe moſt effectual 


From all Attacks without, or inward Treaſon, 


To "OP us ſafe. 
KinG. 


Be brief, and let us know 
The Labour of thy Mind, that we may trait 
Command it to be done. 
TsmENo. 

--. Raw, Ron Sr, - 
Within the Chriſtian Temple, far from Sight, 
A ſecret Vault there is, where Gold and Gems, 
And coſtly Ornaments of various Sort, 


In Painting, Sculpture, and gay colour'd Tap'ftry, 
Diſpel the native Horror of the Place: 


There on a curious Altar, rich inlaid 
With Ivory and Gold, an Image lies 


Of her they worſhip as their Prophet's Mother, 
And yet (ſtrange Truth I) efteem a ſpotleſs Virgin. 
T bis Idol wou'd I have remov'd from thence 


Wo. 


| 
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By Force, and by your Royal Orders plac d 
In Mah met s ſacred 3 There ſecur d, 


By cunning Spells and Pow'r of magic Charms, 
I will enchant it in ſuch wond'rous Sort, 


That whilſt the Image in that Moſque remains, 


No Strength of Arms ſhall win this noble Fort, 
Or ſhake thefe facred Walls. Rely on me. 
— Life for the Succeſs, , 


K1NG. 
Enough Tis done.— 


I will this Inſtant to the chriftian Temple, 


And ſeize the Idol—Follow with me, Lords. 
(Eu. 


The Scene changes to a Room in OLinDo's Houſe. 
OrinDo, AMANTIA. 


AMANTIA. 


| Why hangs that Cloud upon your Brow, OL1npo? | 
Why from your Siſter will you ftill conceal 
The ſecret Woe, that rankles in your Breaſt ? 


Since I muſt loſe all Senſe of grateful Love, 
Or ſhare whatever gives you Joy or Pain. 
Believe me, Brother, ſuch is my Affection, 
I cou'd as ſoon conceal a ſecret Thought 
From Heaven as from you. 
| Or1npo. 
I know your Soul 
Is fraught with Sweetneſs, Gentleneſs, and Love; 
And you to me are in as dear Eſteem 


As Virtue to good Men: But why, my Siſter, 


Shou'd you attribute ev'ry ſerious 

Each downcaſt Glance, and unreguarded Sigh, 

To inward Diſcontent, and ſtifled Pain? 

From latent Changes in the mortal Frame, 
| | | Th 


* 


| 20 riſing Spirits now diffuſe a Smile 


Lale with ſudden Joy, ſhe knows not why. 


+1 Nature, by Fits, thus wantons with her Sons | 


But when theſe Terms of Dulneſs laſt ſo long 


| Which raiſes Phantoms up to fright irfelf. 


That after having languiſh'd nine long Months, 


o ' Or1nDo and SOPHRONIA, 
bog ætherial Mind is ſtrangely oft affected, 8 
Without the Aid of an external Cauſe. N £ 


er all th enlighten'd Viſage, and the Heart 


Again the Spirits flag, a ſudden Gloom 
Succeeds ; Sighs heave the penſive Breaſt, 
Society diſpleaſes, and we ſeek 
In ſolitary Diſtance to indulge 
The pleaſing Melancholy. 
| AmanTih 
This I own; 


d NT OT 


From Cauſes too obſcure for us to ſee. 


* 
nnn Ot; 


As your's have done, Affection cannot help 


* other Springs from whence they riſe, 


___ Or1800, 
Believe me, my AMANTIA, your Suſpicions 
Are all the Offspring of your matchleſs Kindneſs, 


AMANTIA. 
By Villains Hands cut off my Father died, 
Ere I had Senſe to know the Ties of Nature. 
My Mother's faithful Heart ſo doated on him, 


During which Time (as I have often wept 

To hear you tell) ſhe never chang'd her Weeds, 
Nor taſted pleaſant Food, nor ſuffer'd Joy 

To brighten her ſad Countenance ; at length, 


Worn with continual Pining, ſhe expir'd : 1 
When, for the firſt Time ſince my Father's Death, \ 
A Smile o erſpread her Face, and thus ſhe cry'd, 1 
i come, my long-loſt Love, to meet you now.— " A 


To ſuch a Tale who can deny a Tear ? FP 
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Fo or all this wond'rous Good Or badT Wealth 
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Or In vo. 
Ah ! who indeed? But to what End is now 
The tragic Tale repeated? 


AMANTIA. 


Thus I loft 
The nat'ral Guardians of my tender Years, 
Nor have I known one hurtful Conſequence | 
From thence proceeding ; I have prov'd In you: 
A Father's Care—a Mother's fond Indulgence— 
And all the ſocial Friendſhip of a Brother. 
' Your Wiſdom taught my infant Steps to tread 
The Paths of Honour, Virtue, and Religion, 
And your Example ſerv d me for a Pattern. 

Or IN Do. 

What means my Siſter by this ſudden Burſt, 
This overflowing of the tender Paſfions? 


AMANTIA. 
Yet by ſuch gentle Means you ſway d my Mind, 
That to this Day my 92 have ne er beheld 
A Frown upon your B have my Ears 
Been ever grated with an welds wil , 
My Wants have all, by pour een: Love, 
Before my ſelf well knew them, been ſupplied, 
And ev'ry Comfort in your Power to give, | 
Unwiſh'd for, I have taſted. Such — ; = 
.Yout condeſcending Tenderneſs to me, 
That I cauld pour into your friendly Boom 
The inmoſt Secrets of my Soul, not fearing 
My Weakneſs ſhou' d be ſcorn'd, but ſure to meet 
Sincere, affectionate, and wiſe Advice. 

Ol IN Do. | 
Why will you pain me thus with the Recital? 
What I have done, you more than have deſerv'd. 

AMAN TIA. 

Ah ! what have I, poor Orphan, to return 


And 
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| And Honours to beſtow—how poor the Gift 
To pay the mighty Debt! But I, alas d | 
Have nought but Pray'rs, and Gratitude, and Love. 
And think you, then, I can fo ſoon forget ? 
Each gen'rous Sentiment inſtill'd by you, 
As with Indiff rence, thus to ſee you pine, 
Thus waſte your lonely Hours in filent Grief, 
And wear out Life with heart-corroding Care ? 
Be Witneſs, Heav'n, to this my ardent Vow ! 
That J will never taſte of Joy or Eaſe 
Til to your Breaſt Tranquillity returns. 


Or IN po. 


Recall that 1 that haſty Vow, AM AN TIA; 
May everlaſting Gladneſs cheer thy Soul, 

And Bleſſings heap'd on Bleſſings crown thy Days. 
Your kinder Fortune paves your Way to Bliſs. 
Axis ro, gen'rous Youth, in Virtue rich, 

Nor poor in wordly Wealth, e'en now preſents 
A Heart worth your Acceptance ; and you oft 
Have own'd to me a tender Approbation. 

*T was but this Morn he beg'gd me to prevail 
With you to fix ſome Limit to Delay. 


AAN TIA. 


1 wil cot offic t6 dine; in him 

Is join'd all that a Virgin's Heart can with : 
But were he grac'd with Charms, beyond the * 
Of Fancy to conceive; with Virtues, more 

Than ever warm'd the Boſom of a Saint ; : 
And tho' a fiercer Paſſion fir d my Heart, 2 
Than Tongue of artful Lover ever feign'd ; ; 

I wou'd not yield my Hand, or let one Thought 
Dwell on the Proſpect of ſuch Happineſs ; ; 
While you, who from my Youth have always been 

My kind Support and gen'rous Benefactor, —— 

Gi ive up your Soul a Prey to inward Grief. 
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O quit that dire Reſolve, too gen'rous Siſter 


* 
1 * 6 n „ — 
, eee 19 


Your Happineſs was all I dar'd to hope: 


AMANTIA. 


; To you I owe that I am not a Wretch— 
Forlorn and deſtitute —oblig d to earn 


A ſcanty Living by laborious Toil; 
Of ev'ry virtuous Sentiment devoid, 


| Doom'd to a Life of Ignorance and Error: 
Ves repeat my Vow—confirm it Heav'n |! 
? Whilſt * are wretched, I will ne' er be happy. 


OLinDo. 


| Too high you rate the little I have done, 
Which was but Duty : I had been a Brute, 
Had I dealt otherwiſe with ſo much Sweetneſs. 


Your Gratitude and Tenderneſs have quite 
O'erpow'r'd my Soul, my ſtrongeſt Reſolutions 
Muſt bend beneath the Weight of ſuch Affection. 
My Griefs (ſince you will ſhare them, tho' unknown) 
Why ſhou'd I longer hide ? Yes—you ſhall xn 
The Cauſe of my Anxiety: and though 

I feel ſome Backwardneſs from riſing Shame, 


Let I will tell my Weakneſs to my Sifter ; 


Wt 


Then Judge if I have any Room for Hope. 
AMAN TIA. 
Now you are kind indeed; and who can tell 
When I have heard your Geeks, but I may find 
Something within my Pow'r to give you Eaſe. 
What cannot Love perform? 
 OLinpo. 


Ah no! I fear, 
Too faſt the Dart i is rivetted that rends 


My tortur'd Heart with Pangs of hopleſs Love. 
AR1sTo's Siſter, the divine SOPHRONIA, 
That charming Saint, whoſe elevated Soul 
Dwells ever in the _ and feeds on F aith, 


Uncon- 
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Unconſcious of her Beauty, how can ſne 

Be ever brought to pity its Effects? 
How can her Soul, ſo chafte—ſo pure—ſo good, 
Angels might copy Excellence from her, 

Fir'd with the Love of Heay'n, e er condeſcend 
To take a mortal Paſſion to her Breaſt ? | 
Long have I ftriv'n to check the growing Flame, 
And chace her lovely Image from my Mind, 
Like her my Thoughts and wiſhes to exalt 

Far above ev'ry other earthly Beauty: But 
»Tis all in vain ! For when think of Heav'n, 
The bright Idea of her ſhining Soul, 

In Robes of ſpotleſs Innocence array'd, 

Preſents itſelf before me for a Guide. 


| _ AMANTIA. 

Too auch, indeed, I fear your Suit is vain. 
Ah! ſtrive, Ol Ix po, tho? the Taſk be hard, 
Her Virtues from her Beauties to divide: 

The firſt and beſt you may with Eaſe poſleſs ; 
Oh, that with Eaſe you cou d forget the laſt. 
 OLinpo. 


Forgeth has Beauties—didſt thou fay, AmanTia? 4 
As ſoon might Men forget the radiant Sun, 3 5 


That chears and warms them with his genial Beams. 


AAN TIA. 
Yet as your drooping Spirits, I have Hopes 
She may be wrought on : You have never yet 
Declar'd your Paffion ; I this Eve expect 
To ſee Ax is ro: (Much I know ſhe loves we) 
And tho? SoPHRON1A has (as I've been told) 
Beſought her Parents oft, with humble Tears, 
That ſhe might live and die a Virgin pure; 
And they as oft in ſoft Return have promis d 
Never to force her virtuous Inclinations; 
Yet who can tell, if from a Brother's Tongue, 
She haar your Virtues prais d, your Love approv'd, 
Ep How 
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How far his Influence, employ'd with Art, 

May gain upon her Coyneſs. - | 

Ori. 2 be | 

O how kind ....... — 


Are you, AMANTIA |! thus with pleaſing Hope, | or 3 
| To flatter me to Eaſe ; But ah, I fear! 7 


Au ANT IA. .* 
Baniſh that Fear ;—Itis a Foe to 1 N F 1 
To love—to Happineſs ; and in its Place nba er = 
Let tender Hopes ſucceed—they ſpur the Mind, | _- 


And fire the Soul to great and worthy Acts, 
Which, by the Pow'r of their own Heat, can melt bk. 
That Ice of Coyneſs which ſurrounds the Hearts | 34 

Of baſhful Virgins. I muſt now retire i 3 
To meet Axis ro; for the Time approaches 'Y 
He ſent me Word he wou'd be here. Farewell. . | 2 

May gracious Heav'n my beſt Endeavours bleſs, 
And crown your Paſſion with deſerv'd Succeſs. 


End of the FigsT Acr. 
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ACT I 


SCENE I. A Room in OLixpo's Houſe 


Enter Au Ax TIA, to her ARIS ro. 


Anxtsro. 
Hur. lovely Maid, whoſe charming Preſence, like 
eturning Health, reanimates my Frame, 
And call forth. forth ev ry Pow'r to taſte of Joy. 
O my Au Ax TIA, cou'd your gentle Mind 
{ Conceive the Tortures of a Lover's Heart, 
Divided from the Object of his Wiſhes 
With Hopes, and Fears, and Jealouſies, beſet; 
Vour Pity ſo diffuſive, that takes in 
The very Brute Creation, cou'd not fail 
To read in my Behalf : Or cou'd you know 
With what ſupreme Delight your Smiles can fill 
AR1sTo's faithful Boſom ; ſure I am 
Your kind Benevolence, that joys to give 
Felicity to all within your Powr, 
Wou'dnow ſuggeſt, a bleſt Occaſion offers 
(By yielding to the ſoft Requeſt of Love) 
To purchaſe that unſpeakable Delight, 


1 none but gen rous Breafts like your's can feel. | | 


AMANTIA. 

Tama \ plain and ſimple Maid, Axis Tro, 
Unpractic'd in the Arts of Affectation: 
What my Heart thinks I bluſh not to reveal ; 
I have not learn'd, with well diſſembled Frowns, 
To feign Diſdain where moſt my Heart approves ; 


__ 
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And when by Virtue, Honour, Merit woo 
How can my Eyes be blind to ſuch Deſert 3 
Sue not for Pity, then, when ſtronger Pleas 
Urge me to juſt Returns of Love : Your Worth 
Beſt recomends the Paſſion you profeſs. 


t Als To. 

And am I then fo bleſt to be approv'd 

By you, O beft and lovelieſt of your Sex ! 

Here let me knee], and thank you for your Goodneſs, 
And ſeal this Vow upon your ſnowy Hand. 
Sickneſs, Misfortune, Time, not hoary Age, 

Nor all the various Accidents of Life, 
Shall ever leſſen my confirm'd Eſteem; 5 
But my bleſt Days ſhall be all ſpent in 8 

Of Gratitude and Love, to make you happy. 

But when, my dear AMANT1A, will you deigu 
To fix the Birth-day of my future Joys ? 


3 Au AN TIA. 170 
*Tis true, Ax 18ro, I confeſs'd your merit : : 
Nay, more I'll on; were I diſpos d to wed, 
You ſtand ſo fair in my Heart's beſt Eſtrem, 
That you wou' d little need to fear a Rival. 
Let thus much yielded to Deſert content you: 
For know withal, my Soul does not permit 
One Thought to glance that Way. Far, far from me 
T0 plan out Schemes of Joy: at ſuch a Seaſon. 


„ 4 AI. 
What means, . What Seaſon talk you of ? 0 
What tho Wag threat, and Armies round our Walls 
Diſplay their, Enfigns ? They are all our Friends, 
Protect our holy Faith, and conquer for us. 
Or dread you, the Diſaſters c of a Siege? 


Or does your Fancy paint a taken Town, 
And all the Inſults of licefitious Bands 


By Vier ry fluſh'd, and eager for their prey, 
With little Diff r rence treating F riends and F. oes? 
3 5 Then 
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Then ſhail my Arm protect you, and my Life 
Be freely ſpent to ſhield you from th'- Approach 
Ofev'ry Danger. Nor can therefore this 

Be judg'd a Time unfit to give your Hand 


To him whoſe Arm ſhall be your Honour's Guardian. 


AMANTIA. 
"Fis not, as you ſuppoſe, the Time's Diftreſs, 
Approaching Armies, and impending Dangers, 
(Tho! theſe but ill agree with bridal Scenes) 
That make me now decline the wedded State; 
But Reaſons of a widely diff rent Kind. | 
 ArnTo. 
What cruel Reaſons thus oppoſe my Bliſs ? 
Dally not, dear AManTra, with my Love, 
Nor caſt me down at once from thoſe fair Hopes 
To which your Goodnefs rais'd me ; leſt I fall 
From Extaſy to Miſery's loweſt Ptunge. 
Far kinder had it been, had you diſdain'd 
My Love, and banifh'd me for ever from you. 


They can't be —— who ne er have known 


The Taſte of r 


Aux rf = 
: O calm your Soul, 
Nor ſuffer tyrant Paſſion to enſſave ED 
Your nobler Faculties. Can you  ſuppale, 
Without juſt Reaſon, I wou'd give you Pain; 
Or lightly trifle with your Patience ? No ; 


The Thought were too injurious tomy Honour. : 


| When ever, like the vain ones of my Sex, be | 
Have I been ſeen to practice wanton'Arts, © | 

Or mean Deceits; far other is my Conduct, 

And hurt by your Suſpicion. ' Know, An sro, 
That I have Reaſons of the greateſt Weight, 

' On which my Reſolution firmly ſtanlds. 
The ſacred Ties of Vows, with Gratitude, 
And juſt Affection join'd, forbid me yield 
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Inſenſible to Joy, tho' not to Love. 


The End ef tin is Joy ; and how can Joy 


Were it not then unjuft in me to bring 
A dow'r of Sorrow for expected Bliſs ? 


But I have vow'd that I will never wed, 


Which much indeed I fear will never be. 
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To your impatient Wiſh, and make my Heart 


ARTS TO. ; _ 
I ftand reprov'd; 


Pardon, bright Excellence, th” imprudent Warmth 


Of Love preſumptuous made by your Indulgence ; 
And I will henceforth ſtrive to copy you, 

In all its Tenderneſs without its Rage. 

Hence will I hear with Patience what I dread, 
And tho' each Word be Poiſon to my Hopes, 
Yield calm Submiſſion to reſiſtleſs F ate. 


AM AN TIA. 
Dwell in one Breaſt with Grief? Yet 44 Bofoms 
Mutual in both, ſhou'd equal Shares divide; 
Yet thus it muſt be, ſhould I at this Time, 
To what you ſo much preſs me, give Conſent. 


Till theſe black Clouds of Sorrow are diſpen d, 


Anxsro. 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! yet think you, my 8 


Becauſe unwed, I will not ſhare your Grief ? 


Wedlock's an outward Form, a needful Fence . 


To ſave weak Minds from Fickleneſs of Nature. 


But not thence flows the gen'rous Sympathy, 
Which makes us feel another's Joys or Woes 
More than our own : But from a noble Flame 


'  Kindled in kindred Minds by ſome bright Spark | 
Of heavenly Perfection, which will burn, 


Tho' unſupplied with Fire from Hymen's Torch, 

Nor can be quench'd by the ſalt Streams of Sorrow. 

Yet tell me, lovely Maid, from whom my Soul 

Muſt all her Happineſs or Woe derive, Heart? 

From whence theſe Griefs which thus oppreſs your 
-— "Wo N | AMAN- 
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AMANTIA. 
3 you not late obſetv'd Ol IN Do's Brow 


With ſulten Cares depreſs d, his wonted Mirth | 
By Sighs ſupplanted, and his health fluſh'd Cheek 
(Th' Effect of virtuous Regularity) 


How chang'd ! to pale and wan, waſted with Grief, 


Which Reaſon cannot conquer? 


AR1sT0. 
What the Cauſe 


Of this ſad Change can be, I cannot gueſs. 

That he is chang'd, I have with Grief obſerv' d, 

And oft with friendly Chearfulneſs have ſought 

To drive the meagre Phantom from his Breaſt; 

But all in vain; I fear he meditates 5 [Hoſt 


Some dang'rous Scheme to aid Prince GoprREv's 


In the Deliv'rance of our holy Church: 
But why from me, his Friend, he ſhou'd conceal 
Intentions I am bound to wiſh Succeſs, | 
Diſſolves that Fear, and I am loſt in Doubts. 
AMANTIA. 
It would be needleſs to repeat to you 
The precious Obligations that I owe him. 
(For you have been a Witneſs to his Kindneſs) 
Judge then yourſelf, how baſe wou'd be the Deed, 
Shou'd I with. cold ſndiff rence to his Intereſts, 
And, it might ſeem, in Mock'ry of his Sorrow, 
Untimely yield to Happineſs without him, 
And while ſharp Griefs upon his Vitals prey, 
Be gaily rev'ling at my bridal Feaſt, 
Were I not thus unworthy your Efteem ? 
Or cou'd I hope from you thoſe juſt Returns 
Of Love, I had refus'd my Brother? 
ARISTO. 
Heav'ns ! 
And muſt I then pronounce againſt myſelf ? 


Vet, O too perfect for a mortal State 1 0 
8 5 | How 


WA 


 Or1NDo and SOPHRONIA. 21 


How do your Virtues call for new Eſteem ! 

And thus by ſtrange Perverſeneſs in my Fate, 

You more enflame me by a cold Denial, | 

And while you check my Hopes, increaſe my Love. 

Beauty mu/t fade, and Paſſion may be pall'd, 

But Gratitude has Charms to bind the Soul 

In ſilken Cords to everlaſting Truth. 

But cou'd not you, AMANTIA, gueſs the Cauſe 

From whence his Griefs proceed? Perhaps when known 

They might be cur'd, and we might all be —_— 
AMANTIA. 

Too well, indeed, I know the fatal Cauſe. | 

By Vows and Tears, and ev'ry moving Art, 


I wrung th' unwilling Secret from his Tongue. 
Tis Love, reſiſtleſs Love, on Reaſon's Baſe 


Strong built, yet hopeleſs. 


ARIS To. 
What ſhy Maid, 


Of Beauty vain, and blind to ſhining Merit, 


Can be ſo far a Foe to her own Bliſs, 
As to refuſe OLIx Do'ꝰs tender Suit? 
f AM AN TIA. 
Nor vain of Beauty, nor to Merit blind, 
Suppoſe the Maid, unconſcious of her Charms, 
(Her Mind intent alone on heav'nly Love) 
In humble Pray'r and holy Tranſports wrapt, 
Hath neither Eye, nor Ear, for mortal Paſfion ; - 
What then muſt be the wretched Lover's Caſe ? 8 
ARIS To. | "2 


Too faithful i is the Portrait you have drawn, 


And bears too great Reſemblance of SopRRONIA. 


Oh that the Picture were not quite ſo true, 


And any were her Lover but OLinpo ! 


But ſee my Siſter unexpected comes: 


Haſte in her Steps, her Treſſes diſcompos d; 
Whate'er the Meaning be, her coming bere | 
; n Seems 
| | 
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Seems lucky ; I will plead in diſtant Hints 
My Friend Ox ix noꝰs Cauſe. 


Enter SOPHRONIA. 


SoPHRONIA. 


Alas, my Brother !— 
O my Aua NTA !—O my much lov'd Friends! 
Sad News I bring to ſhock your pious Ears. 
Our Temple is defi d the holy Virgin 
Torn from her Shrine by ſacrilegious Hands, 
And forc'd away to Mah'met's hated Moſque. 


Akts ro. 
Sad News indeed, and full as ſtrange as fad, 
What Hand fo bold to dare the impious Deed, 
And trembled not, left the avenging Bolt 
Should cruſh him in the Fat ? Or to what End 
Cou'd this mad Violence be perpetrated ? 


SOPHRONIA. 
What dares not royal Tyranny perform ? 
As, at the wonted Hour of Ev'ning Pray'r, 
I paid my Tribute to th Almighty Pow'r, 
The King, attended with a num'rous Guard, 
And with him one, whoſe meagre Form, ſunk "AY 
And grizly Front, ftruck, as he paſs'd along, 
The gazing Crowd with Horror. At the Sight, 
Our ſacred Prieſts, and ev*ry Chriſtian Breaſt, 
Were ſhook with ſtrange involuntary Tremors, 
As if ſome Fiend, with Purpoſe dire, approach'd. 
Directed by this Wretch, the furious King 
Enter'd the ſecret Vault, and ftraitway ſeiz'd 
The holy Virgin's Image. All amaz d, 
The rev'rend Prieſts forbad the impious Theft; 
Anathema's pronouncing on the Man 
That dar'd perſiſt in ſuch bold Sacrilege. 
The harden'd Monarch ſcornfully reply'd, 
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I only mean to try, if ſhe to whom 

You pray for Succour, can defend herſelf: 

If not, how think you ſhe can ſave your Lives, 

Who raſhly dare oppoſe my fov'reign Will? 

With that he Guards bore off the ſacred Prize 
To Mah'met's Temple, while our weeping Chriſtians 
At Diſtance follow'd, left the cruel King 

His Sacrilege with Murder ſhou'd confirm. 


Ax isro. 


Methinks in this I ſee the Hand of Heav'n, 


Which but permits him to proceed a while 


In daring Guilt, till he has made compleat 


The Meaſure of his Crimes, and our Oppreſſions; 


Then ſhall th' Almighty Pow'r, in whom we truſt, 


Uplift his vengeful Arm, redreſs our Wrongs, 
And pour on the remorſeleſs Tyrant's Head 


Vials of ſwift Deſtruction. 


SorHRONIA. 
Sure your Words 


Are with prophetic Fervor ſpoke. Methinks 


They fill my Soul with Comfort, and I feel 


| Sweet Peace returning to my troubled Breaſt. 
O thou ſupreme Diſpoſer of Events, ¶ Kneeling. 


Who out of weight'ſt Miſery can ſt raiſe 
Sublimeſt Joy, if thou wilt kindly deign, 
By mighty GoDFREY's holy Arms, to fave 
Thy Son's devoted Servants irom the Hand 


Of cruel Tyranny, my grateful Tongue 


Shall never ceaſe, in ſolemn Sounds harmonious, 
To celebrate the Wonders of thy Mercy. 


Vouth's vig'rous Bloom I'll thankfully employ 


In ev'ry Sacrifice of pure Devotion : 


In ceaſeleſs Pray'r, and Praiſe, and holy Alms, 


Evin feeble Age ſhall its beſt Tribute pay. [| Riſer. 


 AMANTIA. 
Excuſe me, dear SorhRON A, while [ go 
S „ To 
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To ſeek OL1NDo, and make known to him 
The fatal News of this bold Sacrilege. (eErit. 


| ARIS To. 
*Tis faid, SopHRON IA, that Prince GobrREx's Hoſt 
Will by To- morrow's Noon approach the City, 
And that Ax AN TEs, a moſt furious Lord, 
Whoſe impious Rage regards not God or Man, 
By Egypt's Sultan ſent on Embaſſy, 8 
To ſtop the Progreſs of the Chriſtian Hoſt, 
And breathing Vengeance, urges on the King 
To deſp'rate Courſes, which *tis like will end 
In his own Ruin, and our Preſervation. 


SoPHRONIA. 
Grant, Heav'n, the latter ! but I would not with 
Ruin to any, tho' my greateſt Foe. 
Such Charity ſublime our Faith enjoins. 
But if the Courſe of Providence ordains, 
That he muſt fall to free our holy Church, 
May ſome bright Ray of Heav'n's all-ſaving Grace, 
Point out to his departing Soul his Crimes, 
And ſhew him, with Repentance true, to call 
On that bleſt Rock, which, in the dreadful Day, 
Of God's avenging Juſtice, can alone 
Cover his black Offences from the Eye 
Of Wrath Almighty, that his Body's Ruin 
May work the Preſervation of his Soul. 
ARIsTo. 
T6 my SorhROxIA, Heav'n from us expects 
Such Charity for thoſe, who in rank Hate 
Seek our Deſtruction; what muſt be the Due 
Of thoſe kind Friends, who out of pure Efteem 
Wou'd hazard Life and Fortune for our Love ? 
SOPHRONIA. 

Such Love, indeed, we have experienc'd all 
From our fond Parents, and ſuch Love I truſt 
AR1sTo bears his Siſter : Such I'm ſure 


Sor Ro- 
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SoPHRONIA bears her Brother; and ſuch Love — 
Is due to all who bear the ſame to us. © 
AkRls ro. | 

In Parents Boſoms, and in Brethrens too. 
Where Virtue dwells, Nature ſuch Love implants. 
But ſome there are, who free from Ties of _ | 
Fir'd with Eſteem of what they deem Deſert, .. 
| Conceive within their gen'rous Breaſts a — 40 
Pure, chaſte and holy, and of fiercer Sort . 
Than that which Parents bear their deareſt Child: 
Sure ſuch as this demands a great Return. 


S0 HnRONIA. 
You ſpeak, my Brother, of that F lame, I guels, 
You bear AMANTIA, and I do not doubt 
But ſhe will well repay your gen'rous Love. 

ARISTO. 

Suppoſe, SoPHRONIA, ſome deſerving Youth 
Whoſe Merit was unqueſtionable, ſuch 
As is OL1NDo, fair AManTIA's Brother, | 
Were in my Place, and you were in AMANTIA's $3 3 
Cou'd you refuſe a Paſſion ſo devout ? 


SOPHRONIA. 
Love is a Caſe too intricate, Axis ro, 
For me to judge of, tis a Theme on which | 
I never ſtudied, and tis my Intent, DEL | 
If noble GopFREey's arms ſhou'd prove ſucceſsful, | 
Within ſome holy Cloyſter to devote py 
My Days to Heav'n | in Virgin Innocence. 5 5 
ARIS ro. 
But were the Caſe, as I but now ſuppos'd, 
Wou'd Heav'n be pleas'd with ſuch a Sacrifice ? 
Wou'd it not be, by ſuch miſguided Step, 
To fruftrate the Intent of your Creation ? 
When Heav'n in its own Image firſt vouchaf d 
To form our gen ral Parent » tho ſole Lord 
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Olf all his Eyes beheld, unbleſt he ſaw | 
The unveil'd Beauties of the blooming Earth. | 
| Fitted for ſocial Converſe, he diſdain'd | 
A Pleaſure not tobe communicated. 
„ Give me, he cried, great Father of the World, 
A fellow Mind. Indulgent to his Pray'r, 
The firft bright Maid aroſe, of him a Part, 
With all her Charms, to be to him reftor'd. 4 
Heav'n bleſt the ſacred Union with Increaſe, — 2 
| Aad inſtituted thence the nuptial Tye. 
£ SOPHRONIA. 


What needs ſuch Reas'ning on a Caſe that hw 
On Nought but Suppoſition? Yet, my Brother, 
| The holy Books, whence all my Learning flows, 
Command my Charity to all Mankind 
As far as in my Pow'r, but not beyond. 
A conjugal Affection muſt be felt, 
Or how can we beſtow a Thing we have not ? 
Let thoſe who feel a mutual Diſpoſition 
Io taſte the Joys of Wedlock's honour'd State, 
Join and be happy ; but for me, Iwiſh 1 5 
No greater Pleaſure than celeſtial Love 
Can yield. My Views, exalted far above 

Earth's fading Beauties, ſhall enflame my Soul 
With Extaſies as far beyond the Joys 

Of earthly Lovers, as the glorious Beams 1 

Of Heav'n's all- chearing Sun exceed in Light 1 
The wretched Twinkling of a Midnight Taper, 
| ARIS ro. 


Far be it from AR Is ro to diſſuade | 
His Sifter's Soul from ſuch ſublime Purſuits. 
But if, my dear SophRONIA, I can prove, 
That with miſtaken Zeal, you ſhun the Means, 
Of rend' ring to high Heav'n the greateſt Honour 
Will you renounce the Error you embrace ? 


SOPHRO» 


- 2 nt +2 a ET a 3h 


Wonder, Efteem, and Love ? For ſome wiſe 1 
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| | SornrONTA. 
Convince me, Brother, it can be an Error 
To love that Pow'r to whom myſelf I owe, 


With all the Vel'mence of reſpectful Paſſion 


The Frame of mortal Beings can ſuſtain, 
And to devote this Veſſel pure and holy, 
Made of his own rich Metal (richer far 
Than unadult'rate Gold) to his own Uſe, 
With Droſs of earthly Paſſion unpolluted; 
I ſay, convince me this can be an Error, 


| And PI ſubmit to what you prove more right. 


 ARisTo, 
I know thy Zeal is warm as that of Angels, 


And cannot brook the Shadow of an Error ; 
But Reaſon at the beſt is prone to err, - 


For what did Heav'n that lovely Veſſel form, 


Of Workmanſhip ſo exquiſite ; adorn d 


With Graces numberleſs, and ſweet Attracts, 
Commanding from the Gazer's fix d Regard, 


No Doubt? But why ſo laviſh of thoſe Gifts, 


If uſeleſs meant to fade in cloyſter d Walls. 


In AQs of Praiſe and Pray'r, the outward Form 
Imports not: The great Maker's Eye is not 


To Beauty partial like the Sons of Earth; 


Where's then its Uſe ? Could it be meant alone 
To raiſe in Man's weak Breaft a painful Wiſh, 


Deſtructive of his Peace, if not accompliſh'd, 


And if accompliſh'd, to betray his Squl ? 


Heav'n's Works all tend to good, and none to harm, 


But when miſus d. As well might. we ſuppoſe 
The ſpacious Sea, with all her num'rous Train 
Of tributary Streams, with finny Stores 

Abounding, which within her Womb opaque, 


Coral and Pearl Matures, off ring her Back 
To bear the Mariner to diſtant Climes, 


Where 
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Where Gems, and Gold, and ev'ry precious Fruit, 
Reward th Advent'rers Toil ; as well, I fay, 
We might ſuppoſe the Sea was only form'd 

To tempt us to be ſhipwreck'd, not increaſe 
The Number of our Bleflings, as ſuppoſe, 
Beauty was only made ſo heav'nly bright 

To tempt us to Tranſgreſſion. No, my Siſter; 
The lovely Veſlel, Woman, was adorn'd 

With all the ſoft Embelliſhments of Nature, 

To raiſe in Man the beſt of Paſſions, Love. 

A Paſſion ſo contriv'd by all-wiſe Pow'r, 


That while from thence we prove the pureſt Bliſs | 


Earth can afford, we do the Work of Heav' n, 

And raiſe up Souls to honour the Creator. 

Then who ſhall dare to call chaſte Love Pollution, 
Thus privileg'd and honour'd, and for which 
— — firſt was given? 


Sor RHRONIA. 
That what you urge 
Iã Beauty s Uſe, I mean not to deny, 
And am convinc'd, I err d when I preſum'd 


8 call that Paſſion Droſs, which Heav'n is pleas'd 
T' appoint the Spring of Life, and new Creation; * 


Yet can I not conceive, it is a Crime 
For one whoſe Heart is not inclin'd to Love, 
Nor ever felt the Motions of Deſire, 
To fiy from all the Vanities of Life, 
Its num'rous Troubles, and more num'rous Snares, 
In holy Walls, with unmoleſted Peace, 

To ſpend her deftin'd Hours in conq'ring Sin, 
Contemplating the heav'nly Perfections, 
And fitting her immortal Soul for Bliſs. 
Shou's ſuch retire, enough there ſtill remain, 
Who willingly prevent the Ills you fear. 
Enough there are who place their higheſt Joy 
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In earthly Love. To multiply Mankind 

Be theirs the Taſk. 
AR1ST0. ” 

Again you err, my Siſter; ; 

If none but thoſe ſhou'd wed, whoſe idle Souls 

Think not of Heav'n ; with what a wretched. Race 

Wou'd Earth be ſtock'd? What! ſhall the baren Than; 

Nouriſh the Grape, whilſt the luxuriant Vine, 

By Nature fitted for the glorious Taſk, 


Spends all her fertile Sap in uſeleſs Arms LY | 4 - 


Extended high to Heav'n, as if to mock it? 


' SoPHRONIA. 
Miſtake me not. I readily confefs 
The beſt are ever fitteſt to be wed ; 
But where the Inclination is averſe ? 


 Ar1sTo, 
Ah truſt not, Siſter, to a fond Deluſion. : 
What tho” your Heart has never felt as yet 
The tender Thrillings of a chaſte Deſire; 
How ſhou'd it, when perverſely you withdraw 
Your Eyes from ev'ry Object form'd to raiſe it? 
Tho? of a rougher Make, Man lacks not Charms 
To fill a Female Breaſt with equal Joys 
To thoſe ſhe gives: And if you not refuſe 
To hear the Man of Merit when he pleads, 
I doubt not, you will find Defire approach 
Inſenſibly, as when i' th' earthly Dawn 
The Twilight riſes. And, believe me, Siſter, 
Nature is ſeldom fruſtrate of her End. 
Shou'd you ſome Years, with pious Prejudice 
And Heat of Zeal, be able to expel 
Her wonted Sentiments, perhaps too late, 
When chilling Age has froze the vig'rous Spirits, 


Or ſhou'd theſe Tranſports but in Time ſubſide, 


Nature returning may with ſharp Remorſe 
Lament paſt Vows irrevocable, and 


Untimely 


| 
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Untimely feel thoſe Paſſions which beſore 
Were but ſuſpended, never overcome. 
In time beware then. 
'  SopfroNIA. 
0 Brother, I will weigh 
mne you nos urg d, and truſt to Heav'n 
For Guidance to perform its ſacred Will, 
AR1sTo. 

"Tis late, SoPHRONIA, let us now retire. 
May gentle Spirits watch around thy Bed, 

To ſhield thy tender Innocence from Harm, | 

And balmy Sleep renew each blooming Charm. 


„ en 


End of the SECOND Acr. 
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AK CT 


SCENE I. The Palace 


| __TheKins, ARGANTES, Oxrxcanxo, Is$MENO, and 
b Attendants. 


KinG. 


T5 beſt, my Lords, that we in Perſon ſee 
Our royal Will perform'd ; the Gates ſecur'd 
With maſſy Bolts; the Springs, that with their Streams 
Refreſh the neighb'ring Meads, with deadly Bane 
Impregnated, and whatſoe'er may ſerve 
The Foe deſtroy'd ; with Fire the Suburbs waſted, 
And the thick Woods, thro' which the Foe muſt paſs, 
With Men in Ambuſh lin'd, 'whoſe ſecret Shafts | 
May gall the Enemy in their Advance. | 
ARGANTES. Þ} 
Pleaſe but your Majeſty command my Service, | | 


e ˙e⁰,ẽͤ 


I'll make ſuch Havock of theſe Sons of Rapine, 
Hell's Entrance ſhall regorge with Chriſtian Soul, | 


Xms. 
* who comes here? a Meſſenger; what Tidings ? 


Enter MESSENGER. 
MessENGER. | 
From Sion's Tow' r, dread Sire, the Foe is ſeen 3 | 
Tho” {1 
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Thro' Clouds of Duſt, which like thick Smoke aſcend, 
Black'ning the Sky, while from their burniſh'd Shields 
The ziling Sun's reflegted. Rays ſhoot forth, 
11828 of pointed Flame. 

| | ©. I8nMENo. 

Well, let them come, 

And were they arm'd indeed with Fires from Hell, 
We ſhou'd not need to ſtart at their Approach. 
Believe me, Sire, no Danger can prevail, 
Whilſt in your Moſque ſecure that * lies. 


Enter a ſecond MsSENGER. 


KinG. 
What News bring yau? Poet 
Mes$sENGER. 
The Enemy, dread Sire, 

Meaſures the ſhort'ning Way with ſuch quick Strides, 
As if they meant to take us by Surprize. 
The Leaders gallop foremoſt, void of Fear; 
So great their Number, that they make alone 
A formidable Hoſt ; che foll'wing Troops 
Paſt counting, overflow the ſcant Horizon 

= ARGANTES. | 
The 23 die ! By Mabomet, I ſwear, 
The youthful Hero's Bride, with leſs Impatience 
Waits the Return of her victorious Lord, | 
Than 1 to meet theſe Bluſt'rers. 
| . 

| Might 1 wiſh, 
ra wiſh them back to Europe, tho! twere ſure 
We ſhou'd have Fortune equal to your Hopes. 
Thus wou'd the Lives of Thouſands be preſerv'd, 
Deftin'd on both Sides to a blood y Grave. 


| King. 
Back to your Officers, and bid em haſte 
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To execute their Orders, leſt the Foe | 
Outſtrip them in their Zeal. Loſe not a Moment. 
| [ Exeunt MEsSENGERS 


5 IsMENo, 1 we tely upon \ thy Wiſdom, 
And as we have proceeded hitherto 


By thy Advice, wou'd farther know of thee 
How we ſhall act againſt th approaching Foe. 


IsMENo. 

Keep cloſe within your Walls, and let ARGANTEs, 
Whoſe Valour boils within his hardy Breaſt, 
With ſome few Knights and Men of fearleſs Souls, 
Who thirſt for glorious Veng'ance, when — 
In unexpected Sallies fall upon them; 
And chiefly level the ſharp Edge of War 
Againſt their moſt diſtinguiſh'd Officers; 
For one of them is more than worth a Squadron. 
Meanwhile ſecurely keep the fated Image, 
And Length of Time will wear their Forces out. 

= KING. 
Nia all the Chriſtians i in the City j join, 1 
To move the Image, 'twere a vain Attempt, 


So ſtronga Guard we've plac'd, And ſee here comes 
The Warden of the Temple. | 


Enter WARDEN. 
Tis, no Doubt, 
To tell us all our Orders are obey d, 


For the ſafe Keeping of the Image, Ha — 
[ To the Warden. 


Il do not like thy Looks, thy tardy Step, 


Pale Cheeks, and trembling Hands, betray thy. Fear, 
Say, is the Image ſafe ? Better, if not, 

Thy Coward Soul had ne'er with uſeleſs Strength 
Supplied thy Carcaſe ; which ſhall ſoon be made 
Food for the Dogs; Creatures of nobler Kind, 
More Courage, more Fidelity than thou. 


Why 
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Why ſpeak'ſt thou not, baſe Reptile, ere my Sword 
Put Speech out of thy Power. 
WARDEN, kneeling. 
My royal Lord, 
Grant me but ſo much Patience as to hear 
A brief Account of this moſt —— Event; 
And if you find— 


Kins. 


Is then the Image gone ? 
WARDEN. 


1 tis, dread dir; but when your royal Ear 

Is well acquainted | in how ſtrange a Manner— 
Kine. 

Hence with thy Tale and thy Excuſes both 

"WO Hell: They pleaſe the * 6 of Deceit. | 

L Offers to Aab him. 

Orcano, holding his Arm. = 

Pardon me, royal Sire, but *tis too raſh, 

To ſacrifice to Rage an Act of Juſtice. 

Let me implore your Mercy but to hear 

The Criminal's Defence : Beſides, *twou'd be 

Too great an Honour for a Wretch like him, 

To die by that good Sword, which ne'er was tain'd 

But with the Blood of Heroes in the Field. 

King. 

Ha! who art thou that dar'ſt with rebel Aim 

Om thy Sov'reign's Will ? 

_ ORcano. 

Call not me Rebel, 

Who interpoſe to fave you from the worſt 

Of mortal Enemies, fell Rage , which prompts 

Vour Arm to perpetrate a cruel Deed, 

Soon to be follow'd with a vain Repentance, 

| When cool Reflection to your Breaſt returns. 

ISMENoo. 


Moſt gracious Sire, ſince Death is Won, | let 


| The 
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The Wretch but live till he has told his Tale ; | 

Perhaps from thence we may diſcover who 

Have been th' Offenders ; and let them be made 

Immediate Victims of your juſt Diſpleaſure. 
KING. 

Speak, Taper, but beware thy Words be true. 

For if there lurks within them foul Suſpicion 

Of Fraud or Falſhood, inſtant Death's thy Doom. 


WARDEN. 
So Mah'met ſhield my Life, as I will bear 
To Truth Regatd moſt ſacred in my Tale, 
Howe'er incredibfe it ſounds. Know then, 
The num'rous Guard your Majeſty had ſent, 
Lin'd ev'ry Averiue, nor on their Poſt 
Were they diſturb'd. The Temple's ſpacious Nave 
Was fill'd with Soldiers, who were not alarm'd: 
And at the Entrance of the little Cell, | 
Where lay the Image, there was plac'd a Guard 
Of truſty Officers, whoſe Eyes nor Ears 
Cou' d find out any Reaſon for Suſpicion. 
Myſelf watch'd by it, and I hardly know 
If for a Moment I had clos'd my Eyes, 
When lo! — was remow d, or vaniſh d. 
So © | Ro 
So 'twas by Miracle convey'd away : 
Now for another Miracle to ſave + 
Thy Life. Guards, apptehend this baſe Impoſtor, 
And bear him hence, to inſtant Execution. 
WäaARDEx. 

Tyrant, if ought that I have ſaid prove falſe, 
Heav'n proſper thee; if not, may Curſes blaſt thee. 

[Exit, carried off. 


IsMENo. | 


I much fuſpedt this Villain was a Chriftian, 
And to his Brethren has betray'd his Truſt. 


Suppoſe, dread Sire, we thro' the Streets adam, 
D 2 | That 


r ⁵˙ü—Jʃ— ͤ——[- 


36 OT IN DO and So PHRONIA. 
That if within fix Hours the Image ſtol'n 

Be not again deliver'd to your Pow'r, 

No Chriſtian Eye within this ſpacious Town 
Shall ſee to- morrow's Dawn; no, not a Babe's; 
But all their treach'rous Race ſhall be deſtroy'd. 


KING. 


our Counſel pleaſes me, it muſt be done. 


What ſays, ARGAnTEsS? 


ARGANTES.' 
Th' Image, royal Sir, 
1 not my Thoughts the leaſt, our beſt Defence 


Is our good Swords, I never lik'd the Scheme : 
But ſince it may produce a fair Pretence 


To let looſe our Revenge _ the Chriſtians, 
I like | it better. 
KING. 
What ſays now Ox cA No? 
Muſt we {till tamely bear their Inſolence ? 


OrcAano. 


| Firſt know * tis theirs, and then proceed to puniſh, 


 ARGANTES. 


Whether it be or no, what matters it ? 


You know they are your Foes, and in your Power, 
And fit it is you uſe it ; not, like Fools, 

By ill-tim'd Lenity loſe brave Revenge, 

Is this a Time, when raging Armies fluſh'd! 
With rapid Conqueſts thunder at your Gates, 

In wiſe Debates to preach away the Hours : 

Or where's the Policy to keep an Hoſtage 

When tis a Folly but to entertain 

A Thought of friendly Terms, with deadly Foes ? 
Think not of Terms, rely upon Deſpair ; 

The Time calls loud for Action; and Revenge 


Is the beſt Spur to great and warlike Acts. 


* it then; this Taſte of Chriſtian Blood 
4 Shall 
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Shall fleſh your Soldiers to the future Combat, 
And animate their hearts to hoſtile Action. 
„ <7; (3 

I ſwear by Allah, I will not be tame. 

 ARGANTES, thou thyſelf ſhalt ſee it done. 

Be it forthwith thro? all our Streets proclaim'd ; 

If in fix Hours the Image be not found, 

And to our royal Purpoſes reſtor'd ; 

Revenge ſhall gorge her Snakes with Chriſtian Blood. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter OLinpo and Az1sTo. 
AR1sT0. 

Now by the Love I bear your charming Siſter, 
In whom, next Heav'n, I place all Hopes of Joy, 
I will not let SopHRoN1 Aa reſt, till ſhe 
Grant Hearing to your Suit; Pl! ply her cloſe 
With ev'ry Argument of ſtrong Perſuaſion, 
That ardent Love and F riendſhip can ſuggeſt. 


_ Orixdo.. 
Akts ro, to your Friendſhip I muſt owe 
More than my Pow'r can pay; but tell me, Friend, 
Againſt the Suppoſition that you urg'd, 
What were her Arguments! ? 


AR1sSTO., 


Her chief was this; 
How cou'd ſhe yield affection to a Man 
For whom ſhe felt | it not? 


OL 1xDo, 
Alas ! too true! 

O cou'd I but perform ſome glorivus Deed, 
To make me in her lovely Eye eee 
Danger with longing Arms I wou'd embrace, 
And venture Life well pleas'd, to gain her Love. 

AR Is To. 
Wny needs my Friend by Death or e ſeek 


D 3 To 
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To ſignalize his Worth? In Reaſon's Eye 

A Mind by ev'ry manly Grace poſſeſs'd, 

And pious Fortitude, to fight alone 

Virtue's deſerted Battles gainſt the Powers 

(In flow'ry Ambuſh hid) of Pomp and Pleaſure, 
And th' open Foe of threat'ning Perſecution, 
Muſt far outſhine the vain, the dazz'ling —_ | 
Of brutal Courage, oftneſt exercis'd 

By Men, who merit ſhame inſtead of Praiſe : 

Of theſe, my Friend, each Action of your Life 
Has giv'n full Proof, nor is SopHRoN1a's Eye 
A Stranger to your Merit ; ſhe but wants 

(Her Soul abſorb'd in heav'nly Contemplation) 
To be reminded ſhe is yet a Woman, 

And ſhe may ſoon exchange a juſt Eſteem 

For the more pleaſing Sweets of mutual Love. 


A confug'd Noiſe of Crying and Lamentation is 
beard without. | 


OL1NnDo. 
What new Oppreſſion to theſe Cries give Birth? 
It ſeems the Voice of Horror and Deſpair, 
And moves this Way ; my private Griefs be buſh'd, 


When public Sorrows call for my Attention, 


Perhaps require my Aid. 


Enter à confus'd Croud of CyrISTIANS, making | 


great Lamentation. 


FIRST CHRISTIAN. 
O ye brave Props — 
Ye valiant Champions of our holy Church, 
OLinpo and ARIS ro! 
Ye oft have ſtem'd the Torrent of Oppreſhon— 
O fave us now—our Wives our Children ſave 
Your rev'rend Parents, and your ſacred Faith, 
FR this laſt Ruin, which involves us all. 
2 | | OI po. 
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Orinpo. 
What mean theſe bitter Cries ? Or whence proceeds 
This Danger, fo immediate and ſo fatal? 


SECOND CHRISTIAN. 
Thy enraged King on loſing the bleſt Image, 
By Heav'n recover'd from his impious Hands, 
Has thro' the Town proclaim'd ; if in ſix Hours 
It be not to his Power again reſtor'd, | 
No Chriſtian Eye within theſe ſpacious Walls 
Shall ſee to-morrow's Dawn ; no, not a Babe's. 


FigsT CHRISTIAN. 

We have no Friends, alas ! but Heav'n and you. 
Already is our bloody Foe, ARGANTEs, 
From ev'ry Quarter muſt'ring up his Troops, 
Impatient watching till the Time expire: 
As Beaſts of Prey, that watch the ſettipg Sun, 
To glut their horrid Maws with life-warm Blood. 
1 8 FiRs T CHRISTIAN. 

Oft have ye been Heav'n's worthy Inſtruments, 

To ſave us from the Tyrant's wicked Will: 
O let our Danger now rouze up your Souls 
To ſome untry' d Expedient See, our Wives 
With rooted Hair, loud Shrieks, and frantic Grief 
Expreſs their deep Deſpair—Our hapleſs Virgins 
Ol all their wonted Ornaments diſrob'd, 
With their ſharp Nails deſpoiling their own Beauty, 
And ftaining their white Breaſts with Blood and Tears. 
Our helpleſs Infants with contagious Sorrow = 
Draining their tender Eyes, they know not why. 


FIRsT CHRISTIAN. 
If there is ought that you eſteem moredear 
Than Friends—and Parents—or ev'n Life itſelf : 
If mighty Love has touch'd your manly Breafts— 
Oh think you ſee the Darlings of your Eyes— 
Your Heart's fond Wiſh--and Rapture of your Souls— 
Drag d on the Ground--andtorn with ghaſtly Wounds- 
0 24 Per- 
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Perhaps the Brutal Dogs may think it much } 
To let them die with Innocence unmarr'd. 


OL1NDo, 
No more, my Friends I cannot bear to hear it 
You harrow up my Soul But how can we 
Who ſhare alike your Danger and Diſtreſs, 
Or ſave ourſelves or you—cou'd my own Life 
Appeaſe the angry Tyrant—Witneſs Heav'n, I Joy 
- The Wretch with Famine pinch'd wou'd with leſs 
Reſign his Gold, for Life-ſuſtaining Bread. 


Enter AMANTIA and SOPHRONIA. 
AuAN TIA. | | 
Oh ! my lov'd Brother !--Parent--Friend,--OLtxpo; 
And you, ARIsTo, whom my Heart ſhall own, 
Without a Bluſh, the next in my Eſteem! 
How have I ſought you thro' the mourning Crowd, 
Left the fierce Sword, that now is almoſt drawn, 
| Shou'd ſtop my Paſſage to your friendly Arms 
Where let me hang, and with diſdainful Smile, 
I'll mock the Tyrant's Power, and laugh at Death. 
ARIS TO. 
Periſh ten Thouſand Tyrants, ere thoſe Eyes 
That feed my Soul with Life, be clos'd in Death, 
With juſt Revenge, Deſpair, and potent Love, 
(Armour impregnable) I'll meet the Foe, 
And like the Cirubim with flaming Sword, 
From n Hands I'll guard my Tree of Life. 


OLinDo. | 
Nobly reſolv'd ! thou more than deareſt Friend, 
Thou Brother of my Soul; with thee Þ'l] join: 
And you my Fellow Chriſtians, and my F riends, 
Whoſe Int'reſts, Hopes and Fears, are link'd with nes 
Bravely unite, and let us lead you on 
To Deeds, that when in future Annals read, 
Heroes ſhall emulate, and Tyrant Kings 


Turn 


_ Haſte then, my Brethren, gather all our Friends 
Within the holy Temple; there t' implore 


We go, brave Youths, and with ſuch valiant Leaders 
We will not yet deſpair of bleſt Deliv'rance. 
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Turn pale at the Recital; then, if Heav'n 
Decree our preſent Fall, let us reſign 
Our Souls to him, who can with endleſs Bliſs 
O'erpay our tranſient Suff rings here below. 


Heav'n's kind Aſſiſtance in that needful Hour; 
There will we meet your Force, and lead you on 


To Chriſtian Liberty, or Martyrs Thrones. 


FIRST CHRISTIAN. 


Our Cauſe be for us, and th Almighty's Ad. 
| Aalsro. 

O my SorhRONA -O my much low d Siſter— 

And thou, Au Ax TIA, Miſtreſs of my Soul 


How does your Danger rend my anxious Heart 
With Tortures inconceivable ?—To me 


The Wretch expiring on the cruel Wheel 


Is happy: For he feels—but for himſelf ; 


And knows his Pains will ſhortly end :—His Soul 


(Sordid and loſt to ev*'ry virtuous Tye ;— 
Of ev'ry tender delicate Senſation 
Void as the ſenſeleſs Brute ;) can never know 


What complicated Pangs afflit the Breaſts 4 
Of Brothers— Friends—and Lovers. 


SOPHRONIA. 


Patience, AR 1810, and calm Reſignation 


To Heav'n's all- wiſe Decrees, like precious Balms, 
Aſſwage the ſharpeſt Pangs of virtuous Minds, 
And Sorrows riſing from the holy Fount 
Of ſocial Tenderneſs do with them bring 

A Conſciouſneſs of inward Merit, that 
With ſecret Satisfaction gently blends 


And overpays the Pains they make us ſuffer, 


AR 180. 
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Ak Is To. 


Thy pious Heart, SophRONIA, that ne'er felt 


The Force of Love's fierce Paſſion, well may prone 
Patience and Reſignation to thoſe Ills = 


Thou can'ft not even gueſs at. Maid I tell thee— 


Did Half the Paſſion that enflames my Heart 
For fair AMANTIA's Charms, diſtract thy Breaſt, 
For ſome deſerving Youth, in Danger plac'd 

Equal to ours; like me thou'dft tear thy Hair, — 
Beat thy afflicted Breaſt—and ſtamp the Ground, — 
And fly for Eaſe to Madneſs. — O AmanTia,— 
Each Crimſon Drop that paints thy lovely — 
Is far—far dearer to my faithful Heart, 

Than the whole Maſs that animates this Frame. 


AMANTIA. 
Think not, Ar1sTo, that my Heart than your's 8 
Groans with leſs Anguiſh for my deareſt Friends: 
Nor think fo high I prize this worthleſs Life, 
That I wou'd wiſh to ſhun a Fate, in which 
'Theirs were involved; but ſhow'd I wildly rave, 
With Fury knaſh my Teeth, and loudly rend 
The vaulted Firmament with piteous Cries ; 
What wou' d it all avail? This uſeleſs Rage 
Wou' d but confeſs a Weakneſs in my *. 
* Soul diſdains to ſtoop to. 


ARIS To. 

O AMAN TIA, 
How juſt is your Reprove ! Your-bright Example 
Shall to calm Reaſon's Pow'r reſtore my Mind, 
And check all vain Expreſſions of juſt Rage. 
Hence will I vent no more in fruitleſs Plaints 8 
The Lab' rings of my Soul, but ruſh to Arms, 
And at the Head of our devoted People, 
Redeem your Lives from the impending Danger, 
Or dearly ſell the Viet ty to the Foe, 


OLinpo., 


Ro RE” 


. 
7 
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a 
* 
* 
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Permit me to unload my lab ring Heart, 
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OL 1nD00, 
O thou whoſe penetrating Eye ſurveys, 
The ſecret Caverns of the human Heart, 
And there in Letters, bright as Mid-day Suns, 
Read'ſt all our Thoughts, paſt, preſent, or to come; 
If I have ftriv'n, altho' with fault ring Steps, 
To tread Religion's ever ſacred Paths, 
Propitious hear my Pray'r, and grant this Boon, 


_ Iafk not Length of Days, nor Honour's Plume, 
Nor Fortune's boaſted Gift, pernicious Wealth, 


Nor what the fond miſtaken World calls Pleaſure: 
But by ſome glorious Act (in Life or Death 
Alike to me) from this deſtructive Blow, 


To fave my Fellow Chriſtians, and my Friends. 


SoPHRONIA. 
Illuftrious Youth may Heav'n your gen'rous Zeal 
With mortal and Immortal Bliſs reward ! 


Virtues like your's, I truſt, were never form'd 


As Ornaments to Death: With ſwift wing d Glory 
But juſt to ſtrike the Eye, like falling — 


And fink into Oblivion. 


Or INDO. 
Beauteous Sint, 
Ceaſe has to laviſh, on a worthleſs 
Praiſes might make celeſtial Boſoms glow. 


Ah, my SorHRoNnIa | cou'd my Death redeem 


Your valu'd Life from this impending Stroke, 
I ſhou'd eſteem it a Reward beyond 


The little Merit I cou'd ever boaſt. 


Pardon me, lovely Maid: But fince perhaps | 


This Moment is the laſt, my doating Eyes 


May ever gaze upon your matchleſs Charms; 
Perhaps the laſt, my raviſh'd Ears may draw 
Harmonious Wiſdom from thoſe heav'nly Lips ; 


hich 
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Which conſcious of its own Demerit, long 
Has felt the ſilent Pangs of hopeleſs Paſſion. 


K SOPHRONIA, 
Is this a Time, Ol ix Do, when the Wrath 
Of angry Heav'n, has ſet us on the Verge 
Of Death's dread Precipice, to waſte the Hours, 
Perhaps the Moments only we have left, 
With idle Tales, and Fooleries of Love? [Thoughts ; 
Drive from your Breaſt ſuch weak and ill-tim'd 
They ill agree with that heroic Wiſh 
That ſpoke the native Greatneſs of your Soul. 
Farewel, OLiNDo, and on this rely, 
Your Virtues I will honour, and your Weakneſs 
Shall not preſerve a Place in my Remembrance. 


l Exit. 
8 Ou 1x00. : 
Alas ! ſhe's fled—and with her all my Hopes.— 
O had I died in Silence !—then had I 


Ne'erloſt her dear Efteem—but now ſhe thinks me 
A low--weak Wretch--unworthy her Remembrance-- 
O my fond Tongue l how cou'd'ſt thou thus betray 
Thy Maſter's Intereſt.— Scarce can Reaſon keep 
My vengeful Hand from doing Juſtice on thee. 

O Icou'd tear thee up by th' Roots; — for thou - 
Can'ſt meer by any future Services 

Redeem the Harm thou ſt done me. 


 AMANTIA. 
Why, Orinno, 
Will you miſconſtrue what was kindly meant ? 
But Lovers ever make their own Misfortunes. 
She did not blame your Paffion, but the Time 
Of your revealing it. Nay, ſhe left Room 
(Large Room indeed) for Hope; ſince ſhe declar'd 
Your Virtues ſhe wou d honour, and what more 
Cou'd 


OLINDo ond SOPHRONIA: 45 
Cou'd you expect in Favour of your Paſſion ? 
Then rouze up ev'ry Spark of manly Virtue, 3 
And let her ſee the Hero in your Actions; 4 


And luft me, Brother, you will ſhortly pr “se 
Efteemin Woman is allied to Love. + 
i [ Exexnt. 


End of the Tump Act. 


ACT 
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A C T Iv. 


SCENE I. Sopnron1a, ſola. 


NURE Heay'n itſelf inſpires the happy Thought— 
To fave the Lives of all my Fellow Chriftians-- 
My aged Parents—and my much lov'd Brothers— 
With that illuſtrious Youth's, who nobly wiſh'd 
To ſacrifice his own, to ſave his Friends 
O, *twas a noble wiſh ;—but the bleſt Lot 
Heav'n has reſerv'd for me—and for the Boon 
My dying Breath ſhall be pour'd out in Thanks. 
To die? What is it—to the Chriſtian Soul, 

Fir d with the Proſpect of eternal Bliſs ? 

What is it—but by Means of one ſhort Pang 
To change this painful—this precarious Life, 

Where Vice and Folly poiſons all our Joys 
And perſecuted Virtue roams diftreſs'd : [ports 
For one—to whoſe leaft Pleaſures Earth's ſhort Tranſ- 
Seem pitied Ravings of a frantic Brain :— 
For one—whoſe infinite. Duration mocks 
The ſcanty Limits of ten Thouſand Years ; 
Where Vice and Folly, with their num'rous Train 
Of formidable Ills, ſhall find no Place; 9 55 
But Virtue, tho? on Earth diſtreſs'd and ſcorn'd, © 
Shall be exalted to a Throne of Glory, | 
The Chriſtian cannot die ;—for when he quits 
| This mortal Life—he triumphs o'er the Grave. 


Lat 
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Let Heathens ſhudder at the dark Abyſs, 

Thro' Ign'rance of F uturity,—while we 

Can with the Eye of Faith pierce thro' the — 

And view the Regions of eternal Day. 

But while the pleafing Contemplation wraps 

My Soul in Tranfports—I forget the Time, 

The Danger, and my Friends. Quick to the King 
PI! hafte, and prove the Fortune of my Purpoſe, 

Which, if Heaven proſper, ſhall to . procure 

Deliv'rance from Deſtruction— and to me 


Enſure a glorious Immortality. [Ame 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


Kinc, ARGANTEsS, ORcano, IsMENO, Guards, 
and Attendants. | 


Aen. 


By Heav' n, I've thought theſe ſix long tedious Hours, 


Longer than ſick Mens Nights groan'd out in Anguifh, 
But now, thank Allah, they are juſt expir'd : 

And what delights me moſt, it ſeems they mean 

To ſtand in their Defence, and for that End 

All are together i in their Temple met. _ 

Not ev'n their Women or their Children abſent. 
Olin Do and ArisTo, as J hear, 

Intend to lead them—Fame reports they're brave : 
They'll make the better Sport—This is as I 

— 'd have it. If 't pleaſe your Majeſty, 

We'll fire the Hive of theſe malicious Waſps, 
While with your gallant Troops I will beſet 
The Temple Gates, and give the precious Knaves 
Freedom of Choice—to die by Sword, or Fire. 


Enter 


1 
ö 
| 
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Enter an ATTENDANT. 


ATTENDANT. 


If 't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Chriſtian Maid, 


Of noble Air, and veil'd from curious Eyes '| 
Demands Admittance ; ſhe pretends ſhe has | 


Some Secret of Importance to reveal 
- Unto your royal Ear. 


ARGANTES. 
Admit her not—What, do the Wretches think 
Your Majeſty is ſo weak as to be mov'd 


By Women's Tears? Her Secret, I ſuppoſe, 


Is what each Individual of her Sex 


Is Miſtreſs of the ſame have Crocodiles. ä 


. 
Perhaps ſhe may inform your Highneſs where 
The Image is conceal'd ; moſt likely tis, 
That is her Secret; and grant Heav'n it be 


Since it may ſave your Majeſty the Crime 
Of * guiltleſs Blood. 


RING. | 
 Whate'erit be, 
My Pleaſure i is to hear it. Tell the Maid, 

She ſhall have free Admittance to our Ear. 


—— 


* ATTENDAN T, and returns with SOPHRONIA. [ 


King, 
ARGANTES, view her well; tho wintry Age 
Has ſnow'd upon this Head, by Heav'n I ſwear, 


Till now my wond' ring Eyes have ne'er beheld 


A Form ſo faultleſs, or a Port ſo graceful., [ Aſide, 
Unhappy Maid, lay by thy needleſs Fears, 
Unveil thy Beauties, and approach unaw'd ; 


Nor doubt to meet a kind and gentle Hearing. 


SoPpHRONIA. 


I come, dread * to eaſe you troubled Breaſt 
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| Of anxious Doubt, by certain Information, 


Who was th' unhappy Wretch that boldly dar'd 
To ſteal the Virgin's Image from your Guard. 


K1NG. 


Speak on, fair Chriſtian, on our royal Word, 


The ſmalleſt Hair that ſhades thy matchleſs Face 
Shall not be hurt; no, not ſo much as ruffled. 


SoPHRONIA. 


A Woman' s Life, Great Sir, I hold too mean 


To pay me for my Secret ; nor is mine 


More i in 1 my Eſtimation than another's. 


KING. 


Aſk then, what thou wilt have, or Wealth or . 
Beauty like thine can hardly be deny'd. 


 SoPHRONIA. 


Chriftians, O King, by holy Leſſons taught, 


Set not Eſteem on what is tranſitory : 

The Riches that we covet are good Works, 

Nor ſeek we Honour from the Breath of Mortals, 
But from th* approving Voice of Heav'n and Angels. 
Know then, that till you ſwear you will forgive 
The fated Chriſtians, and pour all your Rage 


On none but the Offender, whom to you 


J will deliver; Promiſes nor Threats 


Shall tear the Secret from my faithful Breaſt. 


ARO ANT ESõ. 
Why then, might I preſume t' adviſe your Highnes, 


Her ſtubborn Heart ſhou'd ſtill retain the Secret, 
And ſhe ſhou'd ſhare the Fate of all her Friends. 
I truſt, this Arm ſhall do you better Service 

Than a whole Troop of lifeleſs Images. 


But if your Majeſty is {till reſoly*d 


To know this weighty Matter, try what Racks 

{For they are ſtrong Perſuaſives) can effect 
Upon the poliſh'd Texture of her Limbs, 

: | E = | SopRHRO- 
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SoPHRONIA. 
Know, cruel Lord, that tho my Limbs betray 
A female Tenderneſs, by Faith enlarg'd, 
My Soul is more than Man; and can unmov'd 
Look. down on Danger, Racks, and Diſſolution. 
Orc ano. 

If Cer, dread AL AbixE, Orcano's Counſel 

Prov'd not ungrateful to your royal Ear, 

Let not the fierce Ax AN TES barb'rous Words 
Prevail before the Voice of godlike Juſtice, 
Nor ſtain the Honours of a mighty Prince - 
With the opprobrious Title of Aſſaſſin. 
The Chriſtian Maid propoſes what is juſt : 
For when th' Offender's known, and in your Pow'r, 
Why ſhou'd the Innocent be made to ſuffer? 

KinG. 
It matters not, 

Juſt or oY ſhall not weigh it now ; 
But for your Beauty's Sake I will defcend , 
To your own Terms ; and if you make them good, 
By holy Mah'met I ſwear, my Rage 
Shall lingle out the Wretch that did the Deed, 
And ev'ry other Chriſtian ſhall be ſafe. 


SOPHRONIA. 
Firſt let me keel to Heav'n in humble Thanks. 
5 | [ Kneels. 
Now let ARGANTES bring his Racks, and Fires, 
[ Riſes, 


And e' ry cruel 3 of Death; 

Or ſet his bloody Faculties to Work : 

To find ſome exquiſite, unheard of Torture; 
So cruel, that no Mcnfter but himſelf 

Shall dare the Execution; de ſhall ſee 

A willing Victim meet his utmoſt Rage : 

The Wretch who dar'd from impious Hands to ſnatch 
The facred Image, now avows the I heſt, | 

Eine, 
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KING. ftalxkeſt Riddles. 

Who? - Where? — What Wretch? Woman, thou 

SorHRONIA. 
To ſpeak more plainly then, know King, twas I. 
KING. [Pow'r, 
Thou! tis moſt falſe What? doſt thou mock my 
And trifle with my Rage? - But have a Care :— 
Think not thy Charms (tho they have found from me 
Too great Indulgence) ſhall preſerve thy Life, 
When Majeſty inſulted calls for Vengeance. 
SoPpHRONIA. 
My Life I neither aſk nor hope to fave: 
But ſtill repeat, *twas I that ſtole the Image. 

s. 

It cannot be, my Lords, the Fears of Death 
Have overturn'd her Brain — tis palpable. 
Her tender Soul, well-ſuited to that ſoft 
Harmonious Frame, in which it is enelos'd, 
Has prov'd too weak to ſtand the ſudden Shock. 


SO PHRONIA. 


Your Highneſs a miſtakes, for Death 1 me 
Is not the King of Terrors, but an Angel 
Which ſhall convey me to thoſe Realms of Joy, 
6— oa Tyrant enter. 
Wy © 


Ha! 

Inſulted by a Woman —Now, by Heav'n, 

| Too certainly thou doſt provoke = Fe, 
And can'ft not miſs that Death thou art ſo fond of. 
But ſay—who counſePd—who aſſiſted thee— 

To execute this Purpoſe of thy Soul? 


SOPHRONIA, _ 
This Head, O King, was only my Adviſer, 
And theſe ſucceſsful Arms my ſole Aſſiſtants. 
Too much I priz'd the Honour of the Deed, . | 
To ſuffer any one to ſhare it with me. 


E 2 2  Eixs. 
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Fe KinG. 
Then on that Head ſhall all my F ury light. 
But where haſt thou conceal'd the hated Idol? 
SOP HRONIA. 

In holy Finne conſum'd : The ſacred Duſt 
1 ſcatter'd to the Winds, which on their Wings 
Mounted aloft, and mingled with the Clouds, 
There on] y ſafe from ber dens Pow'r. 

KING. | 
Now, 5 the Prophet s Tomb, thou haſt pronounc 4 
Sentence againſt thyſelf: Within this Hour, 
Thy fair deceitful Form by Flames conſum'd, 
Shall mount in Duſt to join the hated Image. 
IsMENo, to thy Care (whoſe prudent Breaſt, 
By Age, and Abſtinence, and rev'rend Wiſdom, 
Has long been ſtee!'d againſt the Pow'r of Beauty) 
We truſt the Execution of our Sentence : 
And to that End command our Guards to yield 
You due Submiſſion. 

IsME No. 

T obey your Highneſs. 

Guards, bind the Chriſtian Maid, and bind her faſt ; 1 
While ſome of you prepare the fatal Pile. 


n N 
* a * * * * 
F 


Enter Ol, haſtily. 


OL Do. 
Why will you urge my Sword e me not 
For by high Heav'n I will have Entrance Ha 
SotHRONIA bound !—Ruffians, let go your Hold — 
Or by our holy Faith, your flinty Souls 
Shall pay the fatal Price of your Refuſal. 
[ He attacks the 9 and is di difarn'd. 
King. 
What daring Inſult's this? and who art thou? 
Thus to intrude upon our royal Preſence, | 
And 
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And aim at reſcuing whom we doom to die ? 
Nor is ſhe doom'd by any partial Judgment, 
Since in our own Confeſſion, ſhe declares, 

That unaſkiſted, unadvis'd, alone 
She ſtole away the Image. 

| OL 1ND0. 

Bnue, great King! 

Believe her not, tis all an idle Tale, 
Invented to deceive your Highneſs' Ear ; 
And robs me of the Glory of an Act 
That I alone perform'd. 


SorhRonta. 
| Unkind OL IN po! 
Say, do my trembling Limbs, or pallid Cheeks, 
Betray uncomely Fears; that thou ſhou'd'ſt ſeek 
To ſnatch the Martyr's Glories from my Head 
But *tis in vain ;—'twas I perform'd the Deed, 
And I alone ſhall reap the ſacred Honours. 
_____ Orinve, | 

Alas! you ſee ſhe raves—her feeble Army 
(Beſt fitting the ſoft Purpoſes of Love) 

Cou'd they find Sinews to uplift a Weight 
So maſſy and ſo cumbrous as the Image ? 
Or whence had ſhe the Sleight, from ſuch a ; Guard 
To bear it off unſeen ? Her Pow'r too ſhort 
Acquits her of the Fact; nor can I brook, 
That a weak Woman ſhou'd uſurp from me 

A Death ſo glorious, and alone my Due. 
But leaſt your Majeſty, being once deceiv'd, 
Shou'd doubt the Truth of what I now aſſert, 
Know, that within your 'Temple's ſpacious Side, 
Where the tranſparent Glaſs admits the Day, 
(By ſable Night protected) I found Means 

Do open wide a Poſtern, whence with Silence 
I from the ſleeping Wardens bore the Prize, 


E3 KING. 
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KING. 
Furies and Hell !—theſe Chriſtians mad my Soul, 
And, not contented with the trait'rous Theft, 
Add Boaſts, and Inſult too, and talk of Death, 
More as an Object of Deſire than Dread. 
(And yet I know not how, but I perceive 
My fooliſh Heart, in ſpite of all my Rage, 
Pleads ftrong to ſave that haughty lovely Maid: 
But I will conquer it) Inſulters, ceaſe [ Aſide. 
Your uſeleſs Strife; ſince both avow the Fact, 
Ye both ſhall die. 


ARGANTES. 

Well has your Highneſs judg'd. 
There ſpoke the Voice of Royalty :— We'll ſee 
If all this boaſting Mockery of Death 
Be more than empty Words. 


ORcaxo. 


O Royal Sir ! 


Kixs. 
Away—1 wili not hear thee ſpeak a Word : 
Were Angels to deſcend and plead for Mercy, 
Their Eloquence ſhou'd not appeaſe my Rage. 


Olivo, Eneeling. 

| Behold, Dread Sire, a Suppliant at your F eet, 
Unus d to kneel, but to the King of Heav'n: 

Nor think by mean Submiſſion I attempt 

To mitigate your Rage; no, let it burn, 

But let its Flame be all collected here, 

Where only it is juſt, upon my Head. 

But if the Voice of Juſtice be too weak | 
To plead my Cauſe, let ſov'reign Beauty urge 

Its own reſiſtleſs Arguments Behold 
Thoſe Eyes, where « ev'ry powerful Glance emits 
Ten thouſand nameleſs Graces—View thoſe Cheeks, 
Where Beauty, Sweetneſs, Innocence conjoin'd, 
Bloom with angelic Charms; ; choſe ſwelling Orbs 
Form d 
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Form'd for the Thrones of Love and chaſte Delight ; 
The ſavage Tyger hunting for his Prey, 

At Sight of her wou'd loſe his native Fierceneſs, 
And fawn—and lick her Feet : And wilt thou then, 
| Who bear'ſt a royal Form, be more a Brute ? 


KinG. 
By Heav'n, he's touch'd me on the tend'reſt String, 
And tun'd my Soul to more than female Softneſs. — 


SOPHRONIA. 

O mighty Monarch, on my Knees 1 beg, 
Let not a Madman's Words provoke your Anger, 
Or lead your royal Judgment into Error. 
His Eyes are wild—his Words and Actions frantic : 
_ *Tis his Diſtemper dictates all he ſays. 

Ah, puniſh not Misfortune ! *tis not Crime. 
Here kneels the Object of your juſt * ; 
Then 3 your Rage alone on me. 


King. 
By Mice: Tomb, the pleads for him,--ſhe loves him. 
That binds my Reſolution faſt beyond 
The Pow'r of Heav'n and Earth to looſe--No more — 
Within two Hours ye die—Guards keep em ſafe. 
N all but OLIxN po, SOPHRONIA, and Guards. 


SOPHRONIA, - 

. Man! your ill-tim'd Paſſion has 
Diſtreſs'd my very Soul. What Racks and Flames 

But idly threat ned, your more cruel Love 

Has fatally effected. Why, Ol Ix o, 

Cou'd you not let me die alone? ſor then 
My Soul contemplating on future Joys, 
Had bleſs'd the Pangs that wrought the happy Change: 
And all my dying Moments had been ſmooth'd 
With the ſweet Thought of having ſav'd the Lives 
Of all my Fellow Chriſtians, and my Friends, 
And, tho L bluſh to own it, Iconfeſs „ 
: | E 4 | I be 


56 OL1NDo and SoPHRONI A, 
The ſaving of Ol Ixpo's had not been 
The ſmalleſt of my Conſolations, 


OvinDo, 

Heav'n 
And can it be—OL1wpo's ee Life 
Shou'd be the Object of SopHRONIA's Care ? 
Ah no! it cannot be — and as you ſaid, 
My Brain is turn'd, and like ſome Lunatic, 
What moſt my fond Heart wiſhes, that I dream. 
But if indeed my Ears are not deceiv'd, 
O bleſs them once again with thoſe ſweet Sounds 
Sweeter than Pardon's Voice, or Angels Songs. 


| SOPHRONIA, 
If to your dying Moments it can add 
The leaſt of Comfort, know, 1 ſhou'd have died 
Without one painful Thought, had you been late. 
Ol ix po. 
Tho you 3 have oblig'd my Soul | 
Beyond all Meaſure, till have you the Pow'r | 
To add to infinite: O kindly ſay, | 
If Heav'n had bleſt us both with longer Life, 
And happier Times, you wou'd not have refus'd 
To grant my Suit, and crown my — Love? 
SopHRONIA. 
Why will you thus, OL Ix po, preſs to know 
What riſing Bluſhes muſt forbid to tell, 
And what, if told, can profit nothing now. 


OL 1wDo. 

O ſay not ſo, SOPHRONI1A ; : for if kind, 

"Twill kindle in my Breaſt ſuch joyful Rapture, 

Sc far exceeding al! material Fire, 

The Flames without will not have Pow'r to hurt me. 
SoPHRONIA. 

Since but two Hours remain on this Side Death, 

Why ſhou'd I check the Motions of my Soul ? 


Yes, gen' rous Youth, lince for my Sake you * 
he 
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The Bitterneſs of Death; had Heav'n ſo will'd, 
] cou'd have ſhar'd with you the Sweets of Life. 


OLinro. 
Permit me, my SoPHRON1A, on my Knees, 
To look my Thanks ;—for oh, the mighty Rapture 
Speaks in my Eyes, but faulters on my Tongue. 
Two Hours the Tyrant ſaid: — well, let it be 
Two Hours of Joy like this is worth a Life. 
Then welcome Death,--theſe two bleit Hours ſhall be 
A Foretaſte of hereafter ; as a Motto 
To the bright Volume of eternal Joys. 


Enter ISMENO. 


IsME xo. 

Captain, I bear Commandment from the King, 
To part your Pris'ners; take Or IN DO hence, 
Until the Pile be ready, and with me 
Leave you the fair SOPHRONIA, 


"ny ICER. 
| — obey. 
You kin my Orders, Sir, be pleag'd to follow. © 
Orr xpo. 


Till now, O Tyrant, I neꝰ er knew thy Pow'r; 
But I perceive my Happineſs was ſuch, 
That only to enjoy it two ſhort Hours, 
Had been too much of Bliſs on this Side Heav'n. 
But, O SopHRoNI1A, tho' by brutal Force 
They drag my lifeleſs Body hence; my Soul 
Shall rather part with that, than you. 
OFFICER. 
Why, Sir, 
Will you conſtrain us to make Uſe of Force ? 
Soldiers, compel the Pris ner. 
[ The Soldiers offer to ſeize him; he ſuatches one op 
their Swords, and drives them from him. 


OLinpe, 
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OLiNDo. 
Villains—fly : 
Nor tempt the deſp'rate Fury of my Arm. 
Go, tell the Tyrant, I oppoſe not Death; 
But for the few {} ort Moments that remain, 
No Pow'r on Earth ſhall part me from SopHRON IA. 


IsMENO. 
What | Daſtards, do you fear a ſingle Arm? 
I ſay, diſarm the Pris'ner, and remove him. 
[They fight for a conſiderable Time, when at Length 
OLixDo ,als. ] 
OrL1NnDo. 
Alive we ſhall not part ;—farewel, Auen 3 
1! truſt we ſoon ſhall meet beyond the Stars. 95 
ISM ENO. 

He is not wounded much; he does but faint Chim. 
Through Rage and Loſs of Blood: the Fire will wake 
SOPHRONIA. 

O he is dead !—Stand oft, ye cruel Monſters ; 
Bears, Wolves, and Lions, if compar'd to you, 
Are k nd ard ſoft as tender hearted Virgins. 
O let me bathe his Body with my Tears; 
And if his fleeting Soul is not yet fled 
Beyond Recal— 
IsME No. 
+ Soldiers regard her not; 
Force her away, and drag your Pris'ner hence. 
| | SoPHRoONIA. 
Yes, tear me—ftab me—ftrike me to the Earth 
A Corpſelike him, —and I will call you kind; 
But let me die with him, — for I will cling 
As long as Life remains ;—which is not long. 
Now, now, I feel, OlIx po, I am coming. 


L She faints, and the Soldiers part them, and carry 
off Orr Do. by 


IsMENoO. 
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IsME NO. 
Ha ! I have been too rough : Help, ho ! a 


Enter the Kino, and Attendants. 


b King. 


What means this Cry? Tis ev'n as [ FR ; 
Fool that I was, to put her in the Hands 

Of one who has ſo long convers'd with Hell, 
That he's already more than half a Fiend. 
[To bis Attendants, 
Go bear her gently in, and lay her down : 
With life-reſtoring Cordials bring her back ; 
And when ſhe wakes, add Words of healing Comfort, 
Say, if ſhe's wes: that all may yet be well. 

[They bear her in, 

So Wizard! you have quitted well your Office: 
That when I ſent you on a gracious Meſlage, 
With gentle Offers of our Love and Pardon, 
You have with cruel Uſage and fierce Menace, 
Frighted her Soul from out its lovely Manſion. ; 


IsMENo. 
Moſt gracious Sov'reign, grant me patient Hearing. 
J had not yet the Opportunity 
To ſpeak the gentle Purport of my coming. 
When firſt I enter'd in, I found the Youth, 
| Regardleſs of his Fate, upon his Knees 
Worrying her Hand with all the eager Joy 
Of happy Love; whereon I gave Command, 
In ſtrict Obedience to your Highneſs* Order, 
They ſhou'd be parted—O cou'd you have ſeen 
How then they look'd ; pale, motionleſs, aghaſt, 
With Fronts of Horror, like the fabled Gorgon, 
Silent they ſtood awhile, and trembled ;—each 
Look' d at each, as if ſome vaſt Concuſſion 
Had ſhook Heay'n, Earth, and Sea, and overwhelmd 
1 


* 
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In one prodigious Ruin, all around them. 1 
At length the Youth (rouz'd by th approaching Guard) 
With eyes that ſeem'd to menace more than Death, 
Turn'd him, and ſnatch'd a Weapon from the foremoſt; 
Which with ſuch deſp'rate Brav'ry he maintain'd, 
| Thatlong he kept his Ground againſt them all: 
Till worn with Rage, and plenteous Loſs of Blood, 
(From Wounds but light) he fell into a Swoon. 

I bid 'em bear him off: On which the Maid, 
Judging him dead, hung on him, till at length 
With Love and Rage her Spirits were exhauſted, 8 
And fainting, down ſhe ſunk, where you beheld her, 
KING. 

Ah, were they then ſo ſond? Well, be it ſo. 

I have another Bait to tempt her with, 

Her Lover's Life; twas all that ſhe deſir'd. 
Rather than loſe the Object of my Wiſhes, 
I'll ſacrifice Reſentment to my Love; 

But not till ev'ry other Means are try'd 5 
No, that ſhall be my laſt Reſource. Is MEN o, 
Go in, and ſee that ſhe is kindly us d, 

And when ſhe is reſtor'd, our Self will be 


// > © Ty 2 


T he beſt Explainer of our own Intentions, i 
IS MEN. — 
I go, dread Sire. (Exit. IsMExo, 
- KiNxG., 
What Contradict. ons meet 


Within the Breaſt of that ſtrange Riddle, Man? 
For is't not ſtrange, that in this little World 
As in the great,-ſo many rival Pow'rs 
Contend for Sway: Each Paſſion in its Turn 
Mimicks the Tyrant. Now fond Love 
Poſſeſſes all the Mind, and fills the Breaſt 
With tender Hopes, Complacency, and Joy, 
In its ſoft down ſmoth'ring each rougher Thought. 
Again, up ſtarts the hery Paſſion, Rage, 

5 . . And 
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And rends the Soul with Whirlwinds, Storms and Fury. 
True, this is ſtrange; but is' t not far more ſtrange, 
That theſe two Luſts, ſo oppoſite in Nature, 

Shou'd at one Time reign in the ſelf-ſame Heart, 
And in the ſelf- ſame Object both be fix d? 

] feel em both at once: I love, and hate, 

Burn to deſtroy, yet languiſh to poſſeſs 

This dear, provoking, fair, audacious Traitreſs. 


So when the angry Clouds, ſurcharg'd with Rain, 
Po0⸗our furious Torrents o'er the ſmoaking Plain, 
* Fove's forky Bolts diſplay their ſubtle Gleams, 
| And Fire, and Water, mix their adverſe Streams. 


End of the FouxTa Acr, 


| ACT 
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ACT . 


SCENE I. Sopnronta;z IsuRNo, and 5 
Attendants. © «I 
| IsMENO. 


AKE Comfort, Madam, you have been too 
Elſe ſhou'd you not have had a Cauſe to tax 


My 885 with Unkindneſs. 


Sor HRON IA. 

Yes, lown 
I've been in Fault ;—pardon me, gracious Heav'n, | 
Indeed I ought not to have been impatient. 
I know thy Ways are always juſt and equal, 
And when with ſoreſt Stripes thou doſt afflict 
Weak erring Man, thy Lore directs the Rod. 
But tell me, Friend, for I am now compos'd, 
| Does the unhappy Youth ſtill ſuffer Life? 


Is MENO. 
He is recover'd. 
SornnoNIA. 
I rejoice not at it. 
Reaſon anew reſumes its wonted Strength, 
Which was before, O Shame ! too near exhauſted, 
Too much to feeble Nature has been'given ; 
But Paſſion now has had ſufficient Vent. 
Tis all ſub:ided, - the Deluſion s o'er.— 


I view 
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I view the World in a far diff rent Light, 
And can perceive, that what I dreaded as 
The worſt of Ills, had been the beſt of Bleflings. 
Had he been dead, he had no more to ſuffer ; 
But his pure Soul had in the Gates of Blifs 

Waited for mine; however, Heaven's Will be done. 
For me, I amprepar'd ;—why is my — 
So long delay d? 

IsMENo. 
Madam, if I have Skill, | 
Far from you is the Fate you're threat'ned with. 
 SoPHRONIA. 
If chou haft Skill — Vain Man, I pity thee. 
Better to know too little than too much. | 
Thrice happy Ign'rant in thy clay-form'd-Cot, 
With Innocence adorn'd, how bleſt art thou? 
Wholeſome thy Food kind Nature's genuine Fruits, 
By Hunger ſweeten'd—undiſturb'd thy Reſt— 
Making thy Bed of Straw, ſofter than Down— 
Pleas'd, and content, thy happy Days glide on, 
By Health made chearful, by Employment ſhort ; 
Thou doſt not wafte thy Time, and Strength and Eaſe, 
In the miſtaken Search of uſeleſs Knowledge : 
Nor doſt thou ſeek by helliſh Arts to know 
What Heav'n in Mercy has from Man conceal'd : 
Yet thou, untaught, art wiſer than the Learn'd, 
For they but ſeek Content, which thou enjoy'ft.. 
IsMENo. _ 

O Truth, how irreſiſtible thy Shafts! 
I meant to give you Comfort, Lady, but 


Perhaps another may have more Succeſs. [ Exit, | 


SOPHRONIA. 

How kind is Heav'n to Mortals in Diftreſs ! 

O Skill divine ! to make ſharp-pointed Grief 

An Inftrument of Comfort—while my Woes, 
Too ſtrong to bear, baniſh'd the Senſe of Pain, 


Bright i 
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Bright heav'nly Viſions cheer'd my gloomy Soul, 

And ſmooth'd my ruffl'd Paſſions to a Calm. 

Methought, a ſhining Form aſide me ſtood, 

Whoſe Count'nance ſpake Sweetneſs ineffable, 

And in benigneſt Accents thus addreſs'd me; 

<« Fear not, SoPHRONIA, hold thy Virtue faſt : 

If great the Conflict, greater thy Reward; 

« If wiſe and patient, thou ſhalt ſhortly prove | 

t An happy Change, from Death to Life and Love.” 


Enter the KIN o. 


What can this mean? The King, and unattended ! 
FED KinG. | 552 
Leave me alone. I.? the Attendants. 
| Well, Madam, I am come 
Jo fee if ſtill your Sentiments remain 
Unchang'd by cool Reflexion, and if Death 
On nearer View, ſtill wears that ſmiling Aſpet 
Your Fancy drew him with. 
SoPHRONTA. 
5 It ill becomes 
The Majeſty of Kings to ſtoop to inſult. 
Vet, know that e'er I enter'd on this Action, 
In the impartial Scale of Truth I weigh'd 
Th' Events of Life and Death; when on the Poiſe 
] found that Death as far exceeded Life, 
As the rough Diamond, Bits of ſhining Glaſs. 
The precious Jewel hides its peerleſs Luſtre 
In a coarſe rugged Coat, with Pain remov'd, 
But well rewarding all the Pain it gives 
While the ſmooth glitt ring Mimic only ſtrikes 
The vulgar Eye, and charms with worthleſs: Beauty. 
Nor was | partial ; for upon the Side 5 
Of happieſt Life, Beauty and Youth I plac'd, [Riches, 
Girded with Strength, and Health, and bleſs'd with 
- | 15 Nay 
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[Virtue : 
Nay more, with Fame, and Friends, - and conſcious 
But ah ! the Slave of froward Nature till, 
Still drawn by ſtrong Temptations, urg d by Paſſions 
To num'rous Follies, pois'ning all its Joys 
With ſharp Remorſe and laviſh Penitence : 
Then in the adverſe Scale grim Death I caſt, 
And in his Train, Groans, Shrieks, and cruel Tortares; 
But bearing i in his Hand the Key of Heav'n, 
Op'ning that Door, where Pain can never enter, 
Paſſions delude, or Folly cauſe Remorſe; 
Where Petj'ry, Fraud, and bold tyrannic Pow'r, 
No more ſhall vex the happy Sons of Virtue, 
But al! their former Suff rings ſhall be paid 
With Peace, and Love and Joys 3 


KINO. 
Then Life, it ſeems, thouthold'ſtnot worthAcceptance, 
And ſhould our royal Bounty condeſcend 
To lay it at your Feet, would' ſt ſpurn i it from thee. 
SoPHRONIA. 
Not ſo, great King: tho? Life is not the Prize 
Chriſtians contend for, till they know its Value, 
And how, by rightly uſing, to improve it 
To all the Purpoſes for which twas given, 
To gain a better far in bleſt Reverſion. 
_ 'Tis therefore not to be deſpis d, but held 
Till Nature or till Virtue bid us quit i it. 


Ko. 
Then, fair one, know, if you eſteem it ought, 
There is a Way, and but one Way, to ſhun 
The Fate to which you have been dbonv'd ; and that 
Safe to your Friends, and happy to yourſelf, 
But if perverſely you refuſe the Means, 
And flight our offer d Grace, yourſelf will be 

Alone the Author of your own Misfortunes. 5 
F Sornnao- 
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SOPHRONIA. 

Far be it from 8opHRONIA, royal Sir, | 

To be unthankful for ſuch gracious Offers. 

Yes, on my Knees I will accept the Terms, 
And pray to Heav'n for Bleflings on your Head ; 
Let them be ſuch as will ſecure my Friends, 
And not injurious to a Chriftian's Faith. 


KING. | 
But think not in the Number of your Friends, 
That I include that raſh preſumptuous Youth, 
Whoſe Inſolence Death only can attone. 


SO PHRONIA. 
Let not my Sov' reign call it Inſolence, 
The Fault was Love's alone; and ſurely that 
May for his Raſhneſs ſome [Indulgence claim. 


KINO. 
It may from you—but from a Rival's Hand 


SOPHRONIA. 
Lou Highneſs ſpeaks a Language ſo myſterious, 
am nat able to conceive its Meaning. 

King. 
I will 3 it then : Bright Maid, Love thee. 
(Tho' for that Love, I juſtly hate myſelf, 
Yet ſpite of me I love); and if thou'lt yield [ Afide. 
Thoſe ſtrange bewitching Beauties to my Arms, 
I'll give thee Life, and to that Life I'll add 
Whatever Power can give to make it happy. 

 SOPHRONIA, | 

Nay, 3 1 thou' rt loſt. . 
But tho' I cannot ſave thy precious Life, 
'T will gre me Joy to join with thee in Death. 


| -Kins. 

Talk not of Death, I ſwear, thou ſhalt not die. 

O do but bleſs me with that Heav'n of Beauty, 
| e — And 
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It merits nought but Vengeance, Flames and Death. 
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And thou ſhalt never know a future Pang. 2 
Eternal Pleaſures ſhall ſutround thy Charms, 
Dance in thy Sight, and wait upon thy Steps: 

A thouſand Slaves obſequious to thy Will 
Shall watch thy Nod, and fly at thy Command; 
So great ſhall be thy Splendor, thou ſhalt ſhine 

The Envy of all Daughters of the Eaſt, 

Thy Palaces and Gardens ſhall excel 
Whatever lying Fame has yet deſcrib d. 
So great, ſo many, and fo rich ſhall be | 
The Tokens of my Love ; that when hereafter 
Some laviſh Poet has, in fancy d Lays, 
Deſcrib'd a gen Tous Lover, he ſhall ſay 
To ſum up all, —He lov'd like ALADINE. 

'  SoPHRoN1A. 

Say, Monarch, can the mighty Gifts thou offer'ſt 
Silence the Voice of Cenſure ? Will not Men, 
Who ſee me deck'd in all the Pomp of Guilt, 
Say, This is ſhe, who to a glorious Death 
Preferr'd : an abjec̃t Liſe of wretched Grandeur. 
Now, by the prophet's Soul, ſhou'd any 83 
But dare to ſtir againſt thy! ſacred Fame, 
It ſhou'd be pluck'd by th? Roots,—nay, c condknow 
| That any Heart did but conceive a Thought 

To thy Diſhonour, — it ſhou'd never live ; 
To {end 1 it tothe Tongue. = "70 

SOPHRONIA.: 


Within this Breaſt 

That rebel Heart reſides, | that will not fear "= 

| Thy mighty Threats, not heed chy oi Bebe 5 3: 

That rebel Heart that holds in equal Korn: | 

Thy lawleſs Paſſion, and thy lawleſs Power, ... COITE 
Before SoPHRONIA's Soul wou'd: bear the — 

Of foul. Diſhonour, — with theſe feeble Hands 

dhe 4 rend ,—deface,—and quench in her own Blood. 


F * b Thoſe 
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Thoſe hated Charms that kindled guilty Flames. 
Know, Tyrant, all the Tortures thou cou'd'ſt frame, 
Had been but harmleſs Play, an Infant's Sport, . 
Compar'd to this baſe Iuſult thou hat offer'd. 
Yet, if within thy barb'rous Breaſt remain 

One Spark of Pity, O indulge it now, 

Send me to Death, and I will thank thy Kindneſs. 

KinG. 

No, fair perverſe one, fince I am that Ts, 
I'll torture thee with Life ; too plain I fee 
| Thro' all the Cauſe of this affected Rage, 

And will remove it ſoon : Before your Eyes 
The favour'd Youth ſhall die; and after that 
Iwill by Force poſſeſs what thou denieſt 

To gentle Love and generous Intreaties. | 

SorhRoxiA. 

Thou can't not dare to be ſo black a Devil; 

And at a Time when Fate hangs over thee, 4 
But if thou ſhou'd'ſt, it is not in thy Powe 

Heav'n ſees, and will prevent thy horrid Pu . 

| King. 
Thou may'ſt thyſelf prevent it, .if thou wilt ; 
Be timely wiſe, and yield to my Deſires. 
Tis fix'd, the Youth muſt die for his Preſumption. | 
But mark me well—the Manner of his Fate 
| Depends on thee—it wiſely thou comply'ſt, 
A gentle Death awaits him; but if not, 
I will revenge on him, thy Scorn of me. 
5 SorHRONIA. 
Tho' ev'ry Pang th' unhappy Youth muſt fee! 

Shall in my Breaſt be doubled, - yet I ſwear 
If in my Sight you rack his tender Limbs, 
Break Jointby Joint—and with the Rage of Hell 
Deny him long the Privilege of Death ; A 


Vet will I ſtand, and pierce thy guilty Soul 
"m Looks of das Scorn—whilſt ev'ry Glance 
Shot 
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Shot from the Eyes of injur'd Innocence, . 
All callous as thou art, hall ſting thy Breaft 
With all the — Tortures of the Damn'd. 


Ring. 

Since FINS are vain, * wy laſt Reſource, 
[ Afide. 

Pardon me, lvl Maid, I did but mean Cn, 

To try how dear to thee thg happy Youth 3 

That if I found his Death wou'd give thee Pain, 

I might reward thy Kindneſs with his Life. 

Truſt me, my angry Fair, I wou'd as ſoon 

Leap into Flames, or plant my Breaſt with Darts, 

Or yield myſelf a Slave. to hated Gopraey, 

As do an Act to wound thy Heart with Grief. 

O do but yield thee to my fond Requeſt, 

And thy Compliance ſhall be richly paid 

With ev'ry Pleaſure that thy Heart can wiſh : 

I will embrace thy Friends as they were mine; 

Nay, ſuch ſhall be my generous Affection, 

That Iwill hold my Rival in Eſteem. 

Then ceaſe your cruel Scorn, and crown my Love. 


SorHRONIA. 
Heav' n only khows, how much my Soul hs 
The Safety of my Friends, nor cou'd thy Wit 
Have us'd a more prevailing Argument. 
But, Tyrant, know, thy boaſted Pow'r can' reach 
No farther than the Grave ; in Spite of thee 
There ſhall OLinpo's mortal Part have Reſt ; 


| Wilſt his immortal Soul ſhall from the Stiel 


With that bleſt Diſpoſition thou ne er ſelt ſt, 

Look down and pity thee. But ſhou'd T yield 

My Body to thy moſt abhorred bad 

Then thou might'ft boaſt, thou hadſt d ** a Soul. 
King. 

Miſtaken, Maid, thy Faith is too ſevere: * 

1 ſo great a Han to yield to > Love, 
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Reject the rigid Yoke of Chriſtian Bondage, 
And let our holy Prophet be thy Guide: 

So ſhall thy Mind be free from idle Fears, 
And Love and Innocence be reconcil'd. 


SorhRox 14. 

Deluded prince thy poor inglorious aim 
Riſes no higher than the abje& Brutes ; | 
To gratify the Taſte, —to pleaſe the Eye, — 
T' indulge the Senſes in their utmoſt Luſt, —. 
Is all thy preſent Wiſh, and future Hope. 
Not ſo the Chriſtian :—Fir'd with nobler Views, 
His wide expanded Mind can reap Delights 
Thou can'ſt not comprehend :—His Soul can taſte 
The pious Extaſies of Love divine ;— 

His Eye be pleas'd, with viewing others Bliſs, 
And all his Pow'rs delightfully employ'd | 
In ev'ry Act of kind Humanity. 
His preſent Faith, and future Hope is crown'd 
With the bleſs'd Proſpect of his Maker's Preſence. 
How weak muſt be that Wretch that wou'd exchange 
A Faith ſo good, —ſo pure, — ſo full of Glory, — 
To truſt the ſenſual Dreams of an Impoſtor ? 


Kixs. 
O'ercome with Race, thy Reaſon is ſubd d: 

But tho' thy impious Words do juſtly merit 
That I ſhou'd henceforth leave thee to thy Fate, 
Yet is my Love fo loth that thou ſhou'd'ſt bullers 
That I will try thee yet a little further; 

And give thee Time to cool, and to thy Aid 

Will ſend the Youth whoſe Fate depends on thine. 
This laſt Indulgence of my gen'rous Flame 
See thou abule not,—leſt it prove too late, 

That to fierce Love ſucceeds the fierceſt Hate. (Exit, 


 SopyRONIA. 
8 this the bappy Change the Viſion mean'd? 
| A Change indeed, from Death to Life and Love— 
A Life 
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A Life of Infamy )—a Tyrant's Luſt !— 
Deluſive Dream, by magic Art procur'd. 
To lead my Steps aſtray from Virtue's Paths. 
How welcome art thou Death, — to me thou wear'ſt 
An Angel's Form, —array'd in pureſt Robes 


Of ſpotleſs Chaſtity ;—thy friendly Terrors 
Are my moſt ſure . when compar' d 


To thoſe of Life, have nought that can diſmay. 
O take me,—ſhield me, V irtue's trueſt Friend, 
And waft me to the Realms of endleſs Reſt ! 


Enter OL Ix po, and runs to embrace SOPHRONIA. 


Ol ix Do. 

Once more, my Fair, tis giv'n me to taſte 

Of Extaſy on this Side Paradiſe. 

O that my Soul cou'd o'erleap its Bounds, 

And dwell within thy Breaſt — I wou'd enjoy 

A cloſer Union than e'er Lover knew. 

But, tell me, my SopHRoN1A, for as yet 

I cannot gueſs, whence came this happy Change? 

The King himſelf commanded me to ſee thee; . 

| Nay more, he ſaid, if I improv'd the Favour 

As he cou'd wiſh, we both might yet be happy. 

Is there an Act a Mortal can perform 

I wou'd not do for my SOPHRON1A's Sake? 

| | __ » SOPHRONIA, . | 

There is an Act, OLinpo, which, I judge, 

Thou wilt not do, to ſave SOPHRONIA Life. 

OLINS Do. 

By Heav? n, itcannot be. —Were it to leap 
From Atlas Top, into the foaming Surge, | 
Which madly beats againſt its _ Foot, © 

I wou'd ens to do it. 
SoPHREONIA. ... 
I believe it; 
Nor did I doubt the Zeal of thy Affection: 


F 4 f But 
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But wou'd'ſt thou (to preſerve a ſhameful Life) 
Perſuade me to give up my ſpotleſs Honour, 
Renounce our holy Faith, and yield myſelf 
The Object of a booed Tyrant's Luft ; 
'Tho' by my foul Diſgrace thou ſhou'd'ſt procure 
The Privilege of Life and royal Favour. 
Olixpo. 
He cou'd not ſurely think ſo meanly of thee ! 
Now, my SoPHRONIA, ev'n to thy Death 
My Soul is reconcil'd, —ſo I but ſhare; 
The happy Portion with thee :—Thus to die 
I wou'd not change for happieſt Life without thee. 
But ſee, here comes ſome Meſſage from the King, 
Nor ſhou d it be an ill one by the Bearer ; 
| Whole Silver Hairs, and rev'rend Looks, command 
, Filial Reſpect, and whoſe good Counſels ever 
Soſten d the Tyrant into Acts of Tn 


Enter One 


; Orca no. 

Unhappy Pair, tho in your Sight I ſtand 
A Meſſenger unwelcome ; yet believe me 
| Your Grieks hang heavy on my aged Heart, 
And almoft weigh it down —Soon as I ſaw 
Thee, hapleſs Youth, a ſtrange Emotion ſeiz d 
My agitated Blood, and from that Moment 
Thy Safety has employ'd my anxious Thought; 
But all, I fear, in vain; tho' from the King | 
I come, to urge thee to accept of Life, 
Wich Pow'r to promiſe all thou canſt _ 

So thou but bring SorRHRONIA to his Wiſh. 

This is my Errand : but if you refuſe, 

He bids you both conſider how you'll bear - 
To hear each other's Shrieks, ant Groans, 
And bitter ineffectual Lamentations, 


And by Compliance to prevent. theſe. Horrors. 
Ormpo. 
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' Ot1xvo. 

O Rev'rend Father, thou haft rais'd indeed 5 
A Tempeſt in my Breaſt: But tho? the Thought 
Is paſt Deſcription horrible'; yet never, — 
O never, ſhall OT IDOS coward Tongue 55 
Perſuade SoPHRONIA on ſuch guilty Ter = 
To ſave two wretched Lives; no,—let us die 
If ſuch the Tyrant's Will, —but we'll preſerve © © 
Honour unſtain' d, and Love inviolate, A 
And our pure Faith unchang d: The Pow'r e ſeme 
Can ſoften all our S Tis r 

| SopHRoNtA, _ 3 
0 * Youth! ! thy Virtues juſtly dum | 
A bright Reward ; ſo much I honour them 
That cou'd ought make me wiſh for longer Life, 
*Twou'd be, that I might ſhare that Life with thee. 


Ogcavo, 

Tluftrious Pais, for your ill-fated Loves, 
Greatly deſerving of an happier Fate, 
Behold theſe Tears rolb down my furrow'd Cheeks. 
To ſee conſummate Virtue in Diſtreſs | 
Shou'd ſoſten Flints, and make hard Marble weep. 
Pardon, unhappy Youth, a poor old Man— 
Who feels for thee the Dotage of a Parent, — I 
If in the Fulneſs of my Heart I aſg 

5 ous tender Queſtions, that ſhou'd pre: thee Pain, 


OLinpo. | 


I know not why—but my fond Ears rejoice 
Io hear thee talk; and white thou ſootheſt me, = 
With tender Pity, —l forget the Cauſe, 

Whate'er it.is, which thou deſir it to know, 

Mott freely aſk. 


Orcano. 

EL a. Then tell me; mobile vou, 
Wy Haſt thou a Father living? IF tou haft— Un 
Jer I How 
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How inexpreſſible muſt be his Woe 

OL INDO, 
| That Bleſſing Heay'n has long depriv'd me of, 
Nor was the beſt of Mothers long indulg d me. 
My Father, who was born and liv'd at Antioch, 
Determin'd on a Change of Situation 
To ſhun fierce Perſecution; for which End, 
As all his little Family and Treaſure 
Were travelling along, the Caravan 
Was ſet upon by Ruffians; in the Fi ight 
My Father fel.” A Troop of Saracens 
Diſpers'd the Villains ; ; and the Caravan 
Purſu'd its Journey to the neareſt Town: 
From whence m Mother, « avercome with Grief, 
Never remov'd, but to her peaceful Grave. 
But tho' no tender Parents mourn my Fate, 


L have a Siſter, who | 
Os c Ao. | 
Good Heav'n ſupport 8 
O my Son, my Son !—I cannot—cannot ſpeak. _ 

Or ix po. [Na. 
What means the good old Man? Help, my Sorhxo- 
Was ever tender Heart ſo full of Pity ? 

: SoPHRONIA. 

His Griefs for us have ſunk him to the Earth. 


Or IN Do. 
How Joſt thou now, moſt kind and gracious Father ? 


Orcano. 
O let me preſs thee.in my feeble Arms— 
I am indeed thy kind and tender Father 
And thou indad my lov'd—but long loſt Son. 
nnn 
Otis Heav'n |—am I ſo bleſt to find 
In this moſt venerable godlike Man 


A living Father ?—how are all my Wors 
Inmix'd 
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Inmix'd with Bleflings! Let me, with my Knees 
Rooted to Earth, gaze on thy rev'rend Face, 
And crave a thouſand Bleſſings from thy Lips; 
And let them half be pour'd on my SOPH RON IA. 
OncAN o. "Ia 

May ev'ry y Bleffing Heav'n reſerves to crown 
The Sufferer for Virtue light on the, 
And on that Mirror of created Excellence, 

The fur—thechaſte—the virtuous pag: ag} | 
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SoPHRONIA, Rev tend Father, on her Knees 

Returns her Thanks, and wiſhes to deſerve 

The Praiſes thou fo kindly haſt beſtow d. 

To have my Deeds applauded by good Men 

Is (next to Heav'n) what moſt I wou'd deſire. 
OL 1xD0. | | 

Tell me, my Father, —by what wondrous Means 

Thou wert preſerv'd, —and how thou cam'ſt to be, 

Altho' a Chriſtian, yet ſo high in Pow'r 5 

And Favour with the King ?=O ſatisfy 

Thb' impatient Cravings of wy 880 5 Soul. 


Orcano. 
The Tate, my | BY is long, but thou ſhalt koow 
Enough to give thee ample Satisfaftion. 
The Troop of Saracens which thou haſt mention'd 
Belong d to ALaDine. They took me up* 
Cover'd with Wounds, and ſcarce retaining Life. 
Six Months elaps'd, (my Head being deeply hurt) ; 
Before my perfect Senſes were recover d; 
As many more before my Wounds were heal'd: 
Nor dar'd I own my Name, or my Reli igion, I 
Well knowing if I did I muſt giveup 
My precious Freedom, and more precious Hopes 
Of joining once again, the deareſt, beſt, 
And lovelieſt of Women, and of ſeeing | 
| „ 7 „5 My 
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My much-lov'd Children. Sbon-as 1 ore ane 
The Officer, to whoſe Humanity _ 

] ow'd my Life, preſented me t' his Maſter, 
Who, for ſome Liking he conceiv'd to me; 
Was pleas'd ere long to give me a Command, 
In which Succels attended all my Actions. 

| Meanwhile I caus'd all Au to be fearch'd 

To find my Heart's (ole Treaſure, but in vain; 
"Till now I nc'er heard. Tiding of her Fate. 

At length, by Virtue of a Stratagem 
By me coatriv'd, this City we recover'd, [ Years 
Of which, thou know'ſt, the Turks had 75 * 
The Maſters. This Counſel ttvas that ga 

The Confidence that I have long ehen d. 

And ever us'd to ſetve my fellow Chriſtians, 


Buer Mz$s8NGER. 
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My 11 the King impatient for an 1 
Commanded me to haſten your Return. 
_  Oncano. 
His Majeſty ſhall ſoon be ſatisfied. 
[ Exit. MessENGER. 
O cruel Fate—O Day of deep Diſtreſs !— 
Loft in the Labyrinth of fond Surprize, 
I had forgot thou wert conſign'd to Death. 
Can it be juſt, good Heav'n,—to torture thus 
A poor old Man—tott'ring upon the Verge 
Of Life—worn out with Sorrows and Aſflictions; 
This Moment to diſcover to my View 
An only Son long loſt—and much belov'd, — 
Arriv'd at ſuch a glorious Height of Virtue ; 
And in the next—by an untimely Death— | 
To ſnatch bim from my Sight, —and burſt my Heart? 
But I will die with thee: Fot tho I know 
The King is eruel, — prone to fierce Revenge, 


And 
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And deaf to gentle Pity, —yet LI ga, 
Tell him my woful Story—and obtain 
Or your free Pardon,—or the Privilege 
Of being join'd in the ſame — 
Ori pDbo. 
O do not ſo, my Father, —I conjure thee ; 
For on thy Life depends the Chriſtians Safety. 
In vain our Death ſhall ſave them from the Sentence 
Of curſt Imeno, if by thy Diſcov'ry 
The King, enrag d anew; reſolve their Ruin. 
Beſides thou haſt a Daughter young and fair, 
In whom her Mother's Charms are all reviv'd, 
Blooming and ſweet as Flowrets in their Pride, 
And innocent as Eve, before ſhe faw 
The tempting Serpent; wilt thou not preſerve . 
A Life of ſuch Importance to her Welfare? 
n thy Sorrows. 
| One ane. | 
Did ever Vine ſons ſo high a Pitch? 
And then to loſe thee. Oh l I cannot bear it. 
And yet thy tender Arguments are ſuch, 
As pull my Heart-Stringa+—yes, my lovely Daughter, 
I will give thee Proof of ſtrong Affection 
1 will live for thee ;—but do not doubt, 3 
What Words —or more prevailing 
Of Tears, can do- thy Eather mill endeavour 
Io melt the Tyrant's Heart — and who can tell 
But Heav'n may for exalted Virtue!s Sake, 
Diſplay a Miracle, and teach him Pity ? 
. Quanops.. . 
There is a Favour in thy Pom'r to gain, 
Which I wou'd fain enjoy, the Privilege 
To ſee my Friends, an Allen. 
On nN. 
For that my Int' reſt with the Guard will do; 
But on my Heart, L feel a ſudden Ray. 


Of 
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Of cheerful Comfort dawn, and Hope ftill lives, 
That I ſhall ſoon return with welcome News. 
Farewel, bright Saint,— thou mortal Excellence. — 
Farewel, my Son. O let me claſp thee cloſe ;— 
What Joy 'twou'd be to yield my vital Breath 
* thy Arms !—Farewel !—Farewel, my Son. 
|  OLindo. 

Farewel, —thou beſt of Fathers, O! F Wel. | 

I [Extt. ORCANO- 
Now, my Sorhroxia, I can part with Life | 
Without Regret, fince I ſhall leave my Siſter 
So amply comforted ; my Fellow Chriſtians 
Reſtor d to Safety, and my Friend Axis ro 
Sure in ſucceſsful Love to ſooth his Gries. 
And truſt me, lovely Maid, next to the Joy 
Of ſharing Life with thee, I wou'd prefer 
To take our Flight together to the Skies, 
Where our pure Souls may ever live united 
In the bleſt Harmony of ſacred F riendſhip, 
Free from the Dread of any future * 
' SOPHRONIA, 

Believe me, my OlIIx Do, in that Hope 
My Soul rejoices ;—who'd. not chuſe to bear 
A few ſhort Moments of corporeal Pain, 
Never to ſuffer more; rather than drag 


A Life of Guilt, Diſhonour, and Remorſe? 


Enter ARISTO and AMANTIA. 


AMANTIA. 
O, m iy OL1xDo,—Father,—Brother,—Friend; — 
All that can merit Duty, Love, Eſteem; 
Words cannot tell, —nor gufhing Tears expreſs 
The racking Anguiſh of my tortur'd Heart. 
Ab, whither ſhall this oy How Orphan fly? 
Al ſolitary on the Earth, when once 
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Of thee bereft ;—all that of gentle Kindred- 8 
By Heav'n was left me: and, O dreadful Thoughti— 
At what a Time ? In what a ſavage Place? — 
Where Perſecution rages: where a Tyrant 
Reigns over cruel Sons of Blood and Rapine, 
And adds Command to barb'rous Diſpoſition. 
Vet this and more, — beneath thy ſhelt ring Wing, 
[ had not felt, — ſecure in thy Affection; — 
By thee ſuſtain'd, —I cou'd have been content — 
Tho' driv'n from ſweet Society, to range 

| In unfrequented Woods,—to feed on Maft, — 

And in ſome Creary Cavern make my Bed — 
Amid the Howlings of the ſavage Herds, 


' OLinDo. | 
Be patient, gentle Siſter; —Heav'n has wrought 
A Miracle to comfort. thee, and rais'd thee 
A nearer and a dearer Friend than me. 

Soon ſhall thy Arms embrace a real F hes, 
Able to ſhield thy Virtue, and reward 


The pow Gratitude thou ſhew'ſt to me. 


| AMANTIA. 
| The Artifice Þ kind, to try to lull _ 

My Griefs with ſuch fond Hopes, but I diſcern it. 

O mock me not with. Hopes of Friends and Comfort; 
When thou art gone,--Friendſhip and Comforts ceaſe 
Theſe Eyes ſhall ever flow with ſcalding Tears— 
Theſe Lips ſhall weary Heav'n with their OI 
Till the great Father of unbounded Pity 

Shall end my Life and Sorrow both at once. 


ARIS To. | 
Dread Heav'n, whoſe Ways, tho' far above our Sight, 
Are infinitely wiſe, and juſt and good; 
| Enable me, for this bright Mourner' s Sake, 
To bear with Conftancy this bitter Conflict! $ 
My Sifter,—and my F riend,—O ! ye were all 


Beſide 


— —̃ — 


Unhappy Pair, I bear unwelcome News, 


Is, that I lead you both without Delay 
Too inftant Execution: tho' OR c ano 


| Your gen 'rous Pity, Sir, deſerves our Thanks; 


- The ſharpeſt Amow in the Hand of Death 


My lovely Friend—once more within theſe Arms 
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Beſides AM ANTA, that my Soul held dear; 
Each Day your op' ning Merits charm'd my Eyes, 
Ye ſtill grew dearer to me than the laft 

Till ye were knitted ſo in my Affection, 


That my beſt Part of Life was wrapt in N 


Auer an Ovricer, and Guards. 


Orriczx. 


And grieve to tell them; but the King's Command 


With all the melting Eloquence of Tears 
Sued for your Pardon; but alas! in vain: 
The King remain'd unmov d. Wou'd it had been 


Another's Lot to do this hateful Office. 


SOPHRONIA. 


Nor will we long retard you in your Duty. 1 
[Turning to her Friends. 


Is Separation from our deareſt Friends: 

Then ceaſe to weep the Rigour of our Fate, 
Nor heed the momentary Pains we ſuffer ; 

Since they ſhall be unequally repaid 

With Glory's joyful 1 Crown. 


[Toe Au ANTIA.] 


Let me embrace thee z---oft have we thus been 

In ſweet affectionate Embraces join'd; 

But now to join no more ;---farewel- Jong live--- 
And with thy matchleſs Beauties bleſs Axis ro. 
; [To ARIS To.] 

My much-lov'd Brother --dearer to my . 
By free Eſteem, than the * e, 

Fare- 
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Farewel;—comfort our aged Parents, and commend 
This my laſt Act of Duty ta them: Strive 
To ſooth their Sorrows, and reſtrain thy own. 


| OFFICER. 
The King's Commands were urgent to be quick. 
OL1nDo. 


A Moment's Patience, Sir, and we attend you. 
[To AR1ST0.]* 
My long lov'd Friend—lament not for my Death = 


Glorious the Cauſe—and full of Joy my Hopes; 


I go to taſte my dear Sor HRONIA's Love, 
When heighten'd to angelig : Let me preſs 
Thy ſocial Breaſt, and take a laſt Adieu. 
_ [To AMAN TIA. - 
Thou deareſt—loveliet—kindeft—befſt of en, 
In this laſt Kiſs once more we'll mingle Souls. 
| The laſt Requeſt thy dying Brother aſks, - 
Ts ſhortly to reward Ar1sTo's Love. = 
I feign'd not when I promis'd thee a Father; 
Quit not this Place, and thou ſhall ſhortly ſee 
What Comfort pitying Heav'n ſhall ſend. Farewel.— 
Till we ſhall meet again in bappier Manſions. 


[Exeunt OFFiceR and Guards, carrying of 


Orixpo and SOPHRONIA.] 

AMAN TIA. 
Ha! are they gone already ere my Tongue, 
Kept down by riſing Sobs, could gain her Freedom? 
O they are loſt for ever from my Sight 
And I ſhall never - never ſee them more. 
Burſt, my ſwoln Heart —or ſtop my Breath, ye Sight— 
In Pity take me from a World of Woe 
Where Vice enjoys the Privilege of Virtue, 
And Virtus ſuffers Sorrow Shame — and Death. 


ARIS ro. 
How mal 1 comfort thee, thou lovely Mourner, 


When the ſame Weapon ſtrikes thro' both our Hearts? 
| G = "Ye 
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Yet let us call Religion to our Aid, 

Whoſe healing Balm can. ſooth the ſharpeſt Grief, 

Or teach us how to bear them with Advantage. 

AAN TIA, looking wildl;, 

Hark, how they crack l. See how the harmleſs Lambs 

Lie ſmiling on the Pile—as they but wiſh'd 

Their Arms at Liberty that they might join 5 | 

In ſoſt Embraces to encounter Neath. 

Now--now--the Flames aſcend--hark how they ſhriek. 

The very Saracens are mov'd to Pity; 

See !—ev'n the bloody Tyrant's fiery Eyes, 

'Tho' made of burning Flints, are melted down. 5 
ARIS ro. „ | 

o Grief on Grief—unutterable Grief! 

Her noble Senſes are diffodg'd by Sorrow. 


AMANTIA. | 


See !—their unſpotted Souls, like milk-white Doves, 
Now quit the Flames, and mount aloft together, 1 
O leave me not behind—ye lovely Pair! 1 
Where are your Wings, Ax 1sTO-let us follow— 

I know they'll reſt on the firſt ſhining Star, 
Till we can riſe and join them. 


Ak Is ro. 3 
This is worſe | 

Than Death itſel—Have Mercy, gracious Heay'n, 
Reſtore her Senſes, or take mine away, 


AMANTIA. 
Ha they are out of Sight the envious Clouds 
Have hid them from us— Well I'll tell thee what — 
We'll fit us down beneath this Cypreſs Shade — 
And thou ſhalt cut a Channel in the Ground, 
And we will wcep into it—till it ſwells _ 
Into a Brook—and then along its Banks, 
The weeping Poplar, and the baleful Yew | 
On either Side we'll plant and thou—and I— 
Will make gur doleful Habitation there. 


But 


AuAN TIA —O thou ſweeteſt, faireſt Flow'r | 7F 


Whoſe Soul ſo long has dwelt within thy Breaſt, 


Alas ! ſhe hears not Why am I, juſt Heav'n, 
 Mark'd out to bear the reddeſt Bolt of Vengeance? 
Were &er my Hands embru'd in guiltleſs Blood? 
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But firſt I'll lay me on this flow'ry Turf, 
And reſt a While for I am wondrous faint. 
[ She faints, 
ARIsT0, 8 
Ah me, ſhe ſinks, I fear, no more to riſe. 
[ Kneels down by AMANTIA, and ſupports her, 


In all Love's Garden—ope thoſe charming Eyes, 


Which like the Beams of the bright Morning Star, | N 
Where' er they ſhone, uſher'd in cheerful Day? 25 
Awake, bright Maid !-— Tis thy Ax 1s ro calls £ 


That without thee—he's but an empty Shade. 


Did e'er my treach'rous Heart conceive a Thought 
To rov my Neighbour of his Weaith or Fame ? 


When did the Wretch, conſum'd with pinching Want, 


Call down for Curſes upon my Oppreſſion? 
If any heinous Crime pollutes my Soul, 
My Puniſhwent is juſt ;—if not, look down 


And with thy ſacred Pity beal my Griefs. 


[ 4 Shouting beard within. 
What Shouts are theſe ?—Curſt be the Voice of Joys 
Let ſolid Darkneſs ſhroud the glorious Sun, 


. Such as long ſince devoted Egypt felt. 
In the ſurrounding Air, from ev'ry Side, 


Let diſmal Groans, ſad Shrieks, and fearful * 
With genuine Horrors, ſcare the guilty World; 
Whilſt I will lay me by thy Side, ſweet Maid, 


And never riſe until 1 riſe with thee. {| Lies down. 


Enter OL1vD0, SoOPHRONIA, Orxcano 


and Chriſtians. 


-- OLD. -- - 
Where is my Sifter ?—where my deareſt Friend, 
G3 Ts 


And this moſt venerable good old Man, 
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| To welcome me on my Return to Life; 
To happy Life, ſince bleſt with my SornroN1a. 
ARIS ro. 
What do I ſee? Can I believe my Eyes ? 
Or ix po and SorhROx IA both reſtor d! 
But I am paſt all Joy—AmanTia's loſt. 
OLiNnDo, 
Forbid it, gracious Heav'n -O my AmanT LA 
My dear, dear Siſter—let the well known Voice 
Of thy OL IN Do wake thee—wake thee to oy — 
To reap a Brother's Love—a Father's Blefing— | 
And all the Raptures of connubial Bliſs. 
By all my Hopes ſhe breathes—ſhe ftirs-—ſhe lifts 
Her precious Eye-lids up—all will be well. 
| AMANT1A. | 


Where am I wak'd ? Is not this Paradiſe ? 
And are not theſe my Brother and So HRONIA? _ 


Some Angel whiſper'd me he was my Father. 
What Joys ſurround me? My ARIS TO too 
And all my very worthy Fellow Chriſtians. 
If 'tis a Dream, O may I never wake! 
| -- Orme 
No viſionary Joys delude thy Sight, 
But all is real which thine Eyes behold ; 
And long may'ſt thou enjoy the mighty Bleſſings. 
In that dread Moment when the blazing Brand 
Was wav'd aloft to light the fatal Pile, 
Heav'n ſent a Reſcue :—A bright Maid arriv'd, 
Renown'd thro? 4/ia for heroic Deeds | 
Perform'd in martial Fields, with bold Intent 
To aid the King with her victorious Arms. 
Struck with ſo ſad a Spectacle, her Eyes 
Shed melting Pity o'er her lovely Cheeks, 
When aſking, i in few Words, the Standers-by, 
For what Offence we ſuffer'd, be'ng inform'd, 
3 With 
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With gen'rous Speed ſhe ſeiz'd th' uplifted Torch, 
And turning with fierce V iſage to the Guard; 
Commanded them to ſtay the Execution, 
Till from the King ſhe could procure an Anſwer, 
Or firſt to conquer her. Her daring Speech, 
And ſtill more daring Port, enforc'd Obedience. 
Let this ſuffice—that by her Interceſſion 
(The king relying greatly on her Aid) 
Our Pardon was obtain'd ; which ſhe required 
To be the Meed of all her future Service : 
And, by our venerable Father's Counſel, 
The Chriſtians have Commandment to retire 
In twice twelve Hours without the City Walls ; 
Where he will find out Means to join with us. 
Onc Axo. 

Thus the dread Pow'r, who rules the Earth and Sky, 
Bids Thunders roar, and dreadful Lightnings fly ; 
With the ſame Word commands the Storm to ceaſe, 
And ſpeaks the raging Elements to Peace. 
Hence learn, ye Sons of Virtue, to engage 

Unmov'd the Shafts of Fate, or Tyrant's Rage. 
| Boldly withſtand, nor fear their vain Deſign; 
Tho' all the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell combine: 
| Beneath the Hand of Heav'n, thoſe Pow'rs ſhall fall, 

And Virtue riſe **—“ over all. 


End of the Fiera Act, 


E Pies are dearth TriaÞs clot d— 
£7 | Sentence iy the Jurys Breaſt repos d. 
Tea i, with ſagacious Leer, | 

Surveys bis Fadges Looks, *twixt Hope and Fear : 
Full ef polls, be diſcerns the Part, 


7 
Ne modern Homer Jball with daring Flight, 
By Nature only reach Perfefion's Height. 
| No ſuch ambitious Hopes our Bard enflame, 
E only ſeeks an bumble Share of Fame. 
Ne Beau, wha like a Mercury appears, 
Prqher d for Flight, with Wings above bis Ears: 
With long lank Shirts and Cuffs, like thoſe oft — 
On heneff Roger of ul or Gran, 
{ For. thus capricidus Faſhion decks her Sant) 
Half Fop, half Bumpkin, make compleat the Dunce. 
This matly Critic in bis Fancy ſwears ; 
Egad, I thaught thefd all have gone to Prayers. 
. Shout toe applaud thit dull religious Muſe, 
Boxes nv ſoon be had as cheap as Pews. 
De modiſh Belle, who gives @ Law to Taſte, 
| ud beofts of very Title bur The chaſte, 


_ Thinks 


1 
” A 


EPILOGUE. 


Thinks in ber Heart, bad ſhe SorHRONIA been, 
She had not thought one Word aluut the Kue 
Het er, concludes ſuch Plays edi do 10 Hurt,. 
The fewer wha purſue, the better Sport. 
From ſuch as theſe our Author aſks wo Bahn... 
Alike to him, if they condemn or praiſe. „ 
But ye, whoſe Eyes with modeſt Luſftng fire, 
Of inward Virtues the apparent Sign, 
To you he bows —nor will the Gad 
The awful Judgment of the virtuous x 
Tis your's, ye bright SOPHRONIA's of the Age, 
To reſcue Goodneſs from the Critic's Rage. 
If you our pious Terocns's Checce ann 32323 
Beaux ſhall OL. ic pos turn to gain hour Love; ; = 
On Merit only ſhall bright Bren ſil 
And Piety reſtor d adorn our Iſle # 


Then ſhall Succeſs on Britiſh Aman, 
. nend. 
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